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ADVERTISEMENT. 


s 5 HE .applauſe beſtowed upon the following 
play, exceeded not only the Author's hopes 
but its intrinſic merits. For this applauſe it 


was indebted, in part, to the perſpicacious 


manner in which the ſtory is told, and to cer- 
tain traits of nature and of feeling ; but moſt 
to the exertions of the performers, whoſe com- 
bined talents have ſeldon been more efficaciouſly 
diſplayed. The Author's moſt fincere thanks 
are due to them, for the intelligence and paſſion 


with which they generally executed all and 


ſometimes more than he conceived. 


It would be unjuſt not to acknowledge that 
Mr. Harris uſed every liberal effort, on his part, 
previous to its repreſentation, to render the 
piece as perfect on the ſtage as its deſert would 
allow ; and that he very warmly promoted its 
intereſt, by his advice and ſuperintendence. 


Having paid this tribute, it is equally neceſ- 
fary not to rob the German poet, from whom 
this piece is taken, of his due. The name of 
this poet is Brandes. He is a comedian as well 

| A as 


vi ADVERTISEMENT. 


as an author, and has produced ſeveral other 
pieces in his native language, which have been 
acted in various provinces of Germany with 
diſtinguiſhed ſucceſs. 


For himſelf, the Engliſh Author makes but 
few claims. His production in moſt of its 
parts is nothing more than a liberal tranſlation ; 
but there are others in which it is ſomething 
exceedingly different. The various touches 
which, in conſequence of difference of man- 
ners, or of taſte in the writers, could not but 
occur, it would be in vain to enumerate, But 
the chief deviations are in the ſcenes of Count 
Werling. Thus much is faid for the informa- 
tion of thoſe who ſhall happen to with to com- 
pare the two pieces. | | 


It is neceflary to remark that, in the repre- 
ſentation, the ſcene cloſed on Mrs. Dorville at 
the end of the firſt act, before the entrance of 
Rummer ; and that, on the ſtage, this manner 
of ending the act has a very good effect. 


PRELUDE, 


PF 5 UD. 


DRAMATIS PERSON. 


Frankly = = = Mr. Bernard. 
Williams — - Mr. Davis. 
AT Carnack - - Mir. Ryder. 


Scene, the Piazza. 
Frankly and Willams meeting. 
Frankly. 
Do, N Ned! You are here—You never miſs the firſt night 


of a new piece. 

Will. Oh, no; never—There is always ſomething to 
keep one alive, on the firſt night. 

Frank. True If bad, the diverſion of damning | 

Will. Yes—And if good, the ſtill better diverſion of ap- 
plauding. | 

& Frank. Ha, ha, ha! You are a conſtant advocate 
ec for the ſtage. | | 
Mill. T am. Of all recreations it is the moſt ratio- 

% nal, and teaches morality much more effectually than 
6 the pulpit. 

& Frank, Huſh! Zounds, take care! You'll talk trea- 
6 fon, man. | 

& Will. May be ſo-I talk truth.” 

Frank. Have you heard any thing of the Piece of to- 
night? 

5 al. Not a word. 

Frank, Or of the author? | 

Will. Neither. I determine to come with my mind 
unprejudiced, and therefore make no enquiries. I always 
endeavour to be pleaſed ; it is the Author's fault if I am 
not. 

Frank. Ay, you pique yourſelf on being a liberal critic. 

Mill. By no means — I pique myſelf on being juſt - 
The ſtage I hold to be a great national concern; and to 


praiſe or to blame falſely, is an act of mental ſuicide. - 
Frank. 


—— 


Play. 
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Frank, Well, I am ſure not be diſappointed, for my 
expectations are never very high. The productions of the 
preſent age are the mere inſects of a day. Nature, taſte, 
and feeling, are become diſcarded vagabonds, | 

Will. Pſha ! This is the common-place cant of all times. 
Let nature, taſte, and feeling, only make their appearance, 
and a thouſand ready hands will ever be glad to give them 
welcome. _ - 3 
M Car noch (Coming up to them) Your ſairvant, gentle- 
men. EM 

Frank. Ah! Mr. M'Carnock! How do you do? I 
heard you were abroad. | 

Car. Yas—I a been axerciſing my old trade of a 
tutor; endaivoring to maitamorphoſe boys into human 
beings—A heartleſs taſk, of whech I'm weary. After the 
nurſe, and the mamma, and their weſe ſucſaſſors have 
made a booby, the tutor is called in, and required to 
make him a man. ER, ” : 

Hill, And what countries have you viſited? _ 

Car. Troth, I have been in the varra heat of action; 
have wetneſſed ſuch ſcenes as the whole hiſtory of man- 
kind Cannot equal! „ . 
Vill. They are great! They are extraordinary! They 
are glorious, indeed! 8 15 

M Car. Vas, Sir! So extraordinary that, according to 
my arethmetic, he who has leved theſe three laſt years, 
has leved three thooſand. Tes a miraiculous epocha, and 
ſatch as the world never before ſaw. 

Frank. Well, ſo you are come to afliſt at the funeral 
to-night ? | | | 

Car. Funeral, Sir! What funeral? 

Frank. The trial, death, and damnation of the new 


Car. Damnation !—Haiv'n forefend, Sir! 


I hope ye do not apprehend a party? 


Fran. Oh, ho! You ſeem intereſted, Mr. M'Carnock. 
AT Car. Me, Sir! | 
Frank, ] ſuſpect you are the author. 
M Cat. Me, Sir *—Suſpact me? 
Frank. Ay, you Who more likely? — Come, come, 
own the truth, and we'll promiſe to lend you a lift. 
Mill. Promiſe for yourſelf, Frankly; I make no ſuch 
engagement. 


 M'Car. 


PRELUDE. - = 
Car. Why, Sir, ye—ye do not intand oppoſection— 


urely ye | | 
Will Don't be alarmed, Mr. MCarnock. Whether 
you be or be not the author, I wiſh the piece ſucceſs. 
Car. (Takes his hand) Thank you, Sir! Thank you! 
Thank Jou! | | 8 
Hill. I mean, I wiſh it may deſerve ſucceſs. 
M' Car. Ay, ay—Wal—That's right. 1 
Frank. Ha, ha, ha! Well, but tell us, are we to laugh, 
or cry, or go to ſleep 5 
Car. Why, Sir, IL, acknowledge I—I have read 
the mainuſcript. | 
Frank. Ay, and written. it too. 
M Car. I ded not acknowledge that, Sir. | 
+ Frank. Well, but what are we to expect? Is it tragedy, 
or comedy, or farce, or what? 
M Car. Why, Sir, it is a—a—play—a draima, Sir, 
taken from the German. 
Fiank, A German drama! Nay, then, we may put on 
our nightcaps. | 
M. Car. Haply not, Sir. Genius is the inhaibitant of all 
countries. 
Frank, No, noa non reſident. Nobody can tell where 
to find him. | " 
A7 Car. Ye miſtake again, Sir. 
Frank. Ay! Where is he? Where does Genius live? 
M, Car. Genius leves, Sir—he leves at the ſign of the 
School for Scandal! „ 
Frank. Granted: but he never lives at the ſign of ſenti- 
ment and:drama, 
Car. Bagging yeer pardon, Sir, yeer wrong—yeer 
wrong Drama is the legeetimate child of the, Muſes, 
Frank. Phaw! A puling, rickety, miſbegotten brat! 
Dull as December ſuns! * that diſtort; Nature, damp; 
the fancy, and chill the very ſoul of wit. | 
M Car. (Knocking his heel) Ay, Six—l ſee, Sir—as ye 
ſay—ye are bent on damnation—'tis varra plain The poet 
may rack his brains and waſte his days and nights, and 
raiſe his hopes, and, after years of ſtudy, obſervation, and 
anxiety, may come at length and place his laſt ſtake, on; 
whech his varra being depends, on the deceeſion and ap- 
probation. of the idle, the egnorant, the arrogant, and the 
rlotous 
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riotous, who. aſſamble in knots, predetermined to condemn, 
becauſe to damn an author is damned high fun ! | 

Frank. Ha, ha, ha! Nothing can equal it! 

A Car. No marvel that Weſdom is daily met ſhivering 
in the ſtreets, and Genius hiding his nakedneſs in a blanket! 

Mill. Never fear, Mr. M'Carnock, my friend F rankly 
is a good-natured fellow. | 

Frank. Ha, ha, ha! Not I, indeed 
F. AL Car. (Walking about. Troth, Sir, I'Il tak yeer word 

"4 * | f 8 
& Frank. (Pulling out a catcall) Here! Here is the po- 
tc tent inſtrument ! | \ | 

H Car. (increaſing his pace) Vas, yas — J ſee yeer 
& provided—T ſee what I'm to expact. | 

& Frank. You, Mr. M'Carmock! Why, ha, ha, ha! 
< You are not the author—Come, go with us, and lend 
& us a hand—Here; I'Il provide you with a weapon. 

M Car. (Eagerly taking the catcall) Thank ye, Sir! 
„ Thank ye! — ye need na fear—I'Il apply it properly. 
& (Putting it in his pocket.) 5 

& Frank. Ha, ha, ha! No doubt —l've a couple more 
& for myſelf and friend. {Shewing them) 

M Car. Ye have! Ah, ha! Yas, yas—ye laid in a 
&« ſtock”—Who wad na be an author! Miping his fore- 
bead.) 

Frank. Ha, ha, ha! *Tis the pleaſanteſt trade upon 
earth. | | 
M Car. Varra plaiſant ! Varra delightful! An author 
on a firſt night is as happy as Lucifer himſelf. = 

Mill. Let us begone! We ſhall get no places! We 
ſhan't hear a word ! | 
MCar. No matter for that—Ye may heſs with the 

fafer conſcience — Going) I wiſh ye much ſport Don't 
ſpare the poor devil! 

Fill. Calm your fears, Mr. M'Carnock. Frankly, I 
tell you is a good-natured fellow—With reſpeCt to the 
audience, I have often ſeen too much lenity exerciſed, but 
unjuſt rigor never. And as to myſelf, though I will not 
applaud what I cannot approve, I would rather rob on 
the high way, than commit the double crime of robbing 


an author of his property, and murdering his fame. 
Exeunt omnes. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONA. 


* 


Count Merlin, Mr. Quick. 
Count Kolberg, - Mr. Aickin.- 
Baron Thorck, <= - Mr. Farren. 


Dorville, - Mr. Holman. 
Rummer, — - Mr. Willſon: 
Henry, - - Mr. Blanchard. 
William, - Mr. Bernard. 
Stephen,, - Mr. Croſs. 
Servant, = - - Mr. Evatt. 
Meſſenger, - - Mr. Farley. 


O EK. 


Ars. Dorville, = - Mrs. Pope, 
Adelaide, (ber Servant) - Mrs. Mattocks. 
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SCENE, a Hall in the Hotel, common to three 
Chambers, with one Door in the center, and 
one on each Side; Mrs. Dorville embroidering, 
and Adelaide knotting. 


Enter Ruramer abruptly, half drunk. 
„ 


I WANT my money—Zounds! How you ftare 1 
My money My rent. 

Mrs. Dor. Help me, dear Adelaide, to move this 
hard-hearted man. 


Rum. I hard hearted ! Nobody underſtands good 
nature or good breeding better—only pay me han 
money. 


Adel. My dear Mr. Rummer— | 

Rum. Pſhaw ! My rent. 

el. | Afide.) The brute! f 

B Mrs. 
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Mrs. Dor. I only requeſt a week. 
Rum. A week ! My money by to-morrow at noon, 


or you ſee—there is the door—I'm a man of my 


word [ Exit. 
Mrs. Dor. We are docs Adelaide ! 
Adel. Hope better, my dear miſtreſs. 


Mrs. Dor. Who ſhall aid us? — Aid! Aſk aid! 
Accept of aid! See myſelf pitied !—Oh, barbarians ! 


Adel. There till are feeling hearts to be found. 
Mrs. Dor. Where? 


Adel. Few are acquainted with your misfortunes, 
and perhaps no one with their full extent, I, Ma- 
dam, only knew you were come here to ſoften the 


anger of an irritated father; and though I did not 


think you abſolutely rich, I little ſuſpected the dread- 
ful indigence—Pardon the expreſſion— 


Mrs. Dor. I would have concealed my wants even 
from myſelf, for I know how want expoſes us to con- 
tempt. 

Adel. How glad a am I that you condeſcend to truſt 
me thus far—l will ſhow you that your Adelaide has 
a grateful heart—Perhaps you think me very poor. 


Mrs. Dor. {Seriouſly) Adelaide—{changes her man- 


ner) How 1s my child, my dear Emily? 


Agel. She is perfectly recovered—{timidly) Would 
you—but permit mel have money Indeed, Ma- 
dam, I would not offend you 


Mrs. Dor. I muſt inſiſt Why do you weep ! 
Adel. To lee myſelf deſpifed. 


Mrs. Dor. No, my good girl; thou haſt a a noble 
heart. 


Enter Henry, followed 90 Dorville. 


Where i is thy maſter : ? 
Hen. 


Hen. Coming up, Madam—but— 

Mrs. Dor. A light! Quick, quick, Adelaide. 

[Adelaide zakes a light to the flair head, Dorville 
enters, and throws himſelf into an arm chair. 


(Runs to her huſband) My deareſt Dorville—what is 
the matter ? Your eyes ſparkle with anger—you ter- 
rify me! What has happened? 25 


Dor. Oh the monſter ! 4 595 


Mrs. Dor. You make me ſhudder ! 


Dor. Pardon me, dear girl! The raſcal has put 
me beyond mylelf. 


Mrs. Dor. Who? | 
Dor. This Frodenval—Daily to flatter my hopes 
with the: promiſe of a place, ſtrip me of the little 1 


had left, then to tell me it was prediſpoſed of—he 1s 
ſorry I muſt have patience But let him beware 


Mrs. Dor. My dear Dorville ! 


Dor. Poor, unfortunate girl!! A. flence) Has the 
landlord been with you? 3 


Mrs. Dor. He has. 
Dor. And did he threaten ? 

Mrs. Dor. You know his manner — 5 

Dor. Ves; he has juſt given me a ſpecimen—lIt 
was lucky for him that he eſcaped Silence I ſee no 
other means! {Starts up} 


Mrs. Dor. Where are you going, Dorville ? 
Dor. ( Diftraftedly) J will be back preſently, 


Mrs. Dor. It is dark! Where would you go? 
What would you do? Have pity on your unhappy 
family! ee 

Dor. Pity ! I! Who had ever pity on me? Let 
me go Changes his tone} My dear Clarifla, let me 


go I will either ſee thee happy, or—{Breaks away) 


[ Exit. 
B 2 | Mrs. 
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Mrs. Dor. Help! Adelaide! Dorville. [ Following. 
Adel. J am terrified to death Run, Henry, 
do not loſe fight of An Sat Henry. _ ſhudder 
for the conſequences. 
Mrs. Dor. (Returning) He is gone! (Falls in 4 
chair] Rage is in his eye, and deſpair in his heart. 
Adel. Be calm, Madam !—Some one knocks Be 
calm ! [Adelaide goes to the door with a _ 


Enter Baron Thorck. 


Baron. Good evening, my lovely couſin. 
Mrs. Dor. Did not you meet my huſband, Sir? 


Bar. As I entered, ſome one paſſed me as if he 
were frantic! Was that Dorville? © 


Mrs. Dor. It Was. 


Bar. How > What has happened ? You ſeem och 
affected 


Mrs. Dor. Oh, Sir! 


Adel. (Afide to the Baron) We are undone The 
creditors ! — The landlord will not ſuffer us to re- 
main 1n the houſe. 


Bar. How ! 


Adel. And your friend, Mr. Frodenval— 


Mrs. Dor. Woe to unſuſpecting ee "Tis 
ever the dupe of the deſigning ! 


Bar. But what has he done? 


Adel. Robbed my maſter of the little money he 
had left. 


Bar. Robbed ? 


Adel. Worle—-Cajoled !-—Made him hope for a 
place ! 


Bar. And has deceived him (Zo Mrs. Dorville) 
Vb by ſo melancholy, Madam? | 
| Mrs. 


"A comMEDYy. © , 


Mrs. Dor. Forgive this rudeneſs, Sit ; . I cannot 
ſubdue my grief. 


Bar. (Seating himſelf befide Mrs. Dorville) Oh 
how I pity you - did not ſuſpect your misfortunes 
were ſo ae g they are greater than even You 
yourſelf ſuppoſe 


Mrs. Dor. What have you 30 ſaying, Adelaide ? 

Bar. Do not blame her ſhould have heard 
all—But why not grant me-your confidence ?—Alas! 
You would even be happy, had you nothing to fear 
but the 1mpatience of your creditors, and the knayery 
of Frodenval—But—I tremble to think— 

Mrs. Dor. What do you mean? [Riſe 

Bar. Forgive me I may be wrong. 

Mrs. Dor. Is this acting like a friend, Sir? You 
twenty times yeſterday began to {| peak, and were 


twenty times abruptly filent—You have excited the 
moſt dreadful fears! I conjure you, be explicit! 


Bar. It muſt—Yet—ſhould I be miſtaken. 


Mrs. Dor. I perceive I am intereſted in your ſecret. 
Some new, ſome unknown eames my fa- 
ther ? 


Bar. No, Madam. He knows not that you are in 
this city. 


Mrs. Dor. Speak then—relieve me from his cruel 
ſuſpenſe ! 


Bar. Why ſhould I diſturb your peace l 
Mrs. Dor. Heaven! 


Bar. ( Aſide, but purpoſely loud enough for Mrs. P. 70 
wn ) Imprudent that 1 am! OY were not my bps 
cloſed ? 


Mrs. Dor. You keep me in agony. What has 
happened ! I muſt know. 


B--, Lovely woman! Unfortunate wife 


Yet 
Dorville 
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Dorville is my friend, —Oh ! Would that I could 
doubt of his guilt ! | = 
55 [Baron Shrugs his ſhoulders and fighs. 
Adel. Were this poſſible 

Mrs. Dor. What, Adelaide? 


Adel. Mr. Dorville has ſecret connections, on 
whom his money has been waſted, and not on 
Froden val This is what I heard our landlord mutter, 


ftdhough I could not, cannot credit it! 


Mrs. Dor. Oh mercy! 


Bar. Adelaide has relieved me from the pain of 
uttering a ſecret ſo fatal. Oh ſhameful! At the very 
moment when his friends were redoubling their 
efforts to reconcile you both to Count Werling, my 
kinſman, and your irritated father, thus to diſgrace 
himfelf! Thus to indulge his irregular appetites ! 


Mrs. Dor. O Dorville ! 


Bar. Sweeteſt, beſt of women, how are you to be 
pitied? during fix years with him have you ſupported ' 
poverty, and all its inſults. Purſued by the unrelent- 
ing hatred of your family, you have ſacrificed health, 
rank, riches, parental tenderneſs, nay the world's 
eſteem!—And for whom? For an ungrateful, falſe 
man ! whoſe diffipa— 

Mrs. Dor. Forbear, Sir. What can induce you thus 
to ſpeak of your friend ? | 

Bar. Pardon me! It was wrong. My zeal for 
your It may be calumny : he may yet be worthy of 
our eſteem—( Half afide) Ah! Why am I too well 
convinced he 1s not ?—My heart, Madam, like your 
own, has its pangs—friendſhip and love are both 


ſtruggling to conceal his—crimes ! 


Enter 


A COMEDY. 7 


Enter Rummer, with a candle in each hand, 
followed by Count Kolberg in a travelling dreſs. 
William and Stephen with the luggage. 


Rum. This way, Sir—Pleaſe to follow me, Sir. 
Rummer, the Count, &c., croſs and go 
off at the center door. 


Bar. What does this mean ? Have firangers ad- 
miſſion into your apartments, Madam ? | 


Adel. The rooms on the right do not WA 
my miſtreſs, Thus 1 is a common hall to the ſtory. 


Re-enter Rummer. 


Bar. Pray, Mr. Rummer, why do you lodge 
ſtrangers in that chamber ? 

Rum. That is my buſineſs —I believe I am maſter 
of this houſe, your honour. 

Adel. That we know you are. 

Rum. J have no words to waſte on you, Miſs Pert, 
except my — ! Do you mind me? My 
money. 

Adel. A little patience, Mr. Rummer. 

Rum. Patience is a blockhead —] have too much 
patience. | 

Bar. I believe you forget your company, Sir. 

Rum. A figo for PR that don” t pay their bill, 


your honour. 


Re-enter Stephen. 


Now, knave ! Where had you hid yourſelf > Make 
haſte ! Let the FOI have his ſupper. 


Steph. 
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Steph. The gentleman will have no ſupper. 


Rum. No ſupper ! 

Steph. He will neither eat nor drink.” 

Rum. (Afide to Stephen.) But he ſhall 25 Put 
down, „to ſupper, five mhillings.“ e 8 to 
have ſupped. — 

Adel. ¶ Overbearing.) Vety true. 

Rum. 1 was not ſpeaking to you. — “ And two 
& battles of wine to the poſtilions. a 

Steph. The poſtilions had no wine. 

Adel. But they ought to have had. 

Rum. Follow my orders. Aloud.) And, do you 
hear, lock the great gates. 

Bar. Vou ſurely forget, Mr. Rummer, that I am 
here. 

Rum. Why perhaps I know my own buſineſs al- 
moſt as well as you do, your honour.—Go; make 
memorandums as I bid you, and come when I call, — 
[ Exit Stephen.) — If I have taken a glaſs or two, 


why the wine was my own — I want my money! — 
Pl wait no longer. - — Do m_ underſtand me, Ma- 


dam ? 


Mrs. Dor. Take 8 you can find. 
{ Pointing to her apartment. 


Rum. Take what? There is nothing to 1 —1 
want my money. 

Bar. You begin to be inſufferable, Mr. Rumer | 
What is the amount of your bill? _ © 

Rum. Will you pay it, your honour? 

Bar. Ves: deliver it to-morrow. 

Rum. To-morrow ! 

Bar. Do as I bid you. 


Rum. Oh, oh ! that alters the fe face of 3 
Madam, I'm your very humble ſervant. 


Mrs. 


A COMEDY. 9 


Mrs. Dor. {To the Baron.) Sir! 


Bar. Be not offended, Madam—To oblige you is 

my greateſt pleaſure. 
| Rum. To be ſure it is I am obliging myſelf—only 
let me have my money. 

Mrs. Dor. (Aſide.) O pride! O ſhame! I muſt 
ſubmit. | 

Adel. You are very obliging indeed, Mr. Rum- 
mer ! 

Rum. Why look you, it is much the ſame to me 
whether I hear a magpie or a chambermaid chatter— 
and ſo— What was I going to ſay ?—Oh!—Is Mr. 
Dorville come in? 


Adel. Don't you ſee he is not? 


Rum. Hem ! It ſeems to me now, that ſince he 
loves his diverſion, he might as well ſpend his money 
in my houſe Stephen! Why Stephen! 


- 


Enter Stephen half aſlcep. 


Steph. Did you call, father? 


Rum. Is that your manners, firrah, to gape before 
gentlefolk ? You muſt ſit up for Mr. Dorville. 

| Steph. Ye—es. 

Rum. I'll teach you breeding, booby, before a 
lady who does me the honour to lodge in my hotel! 
Begone ! Or Exit Stephen. ] — They tell me he 
is my own ſon — Baw! Not a drop of his father's 
blood in his veins. A clowniſh hound !—Have you 
any commands for me, your honours ? — None ? — 
Why then good night, Madam ; and good night, 
Sir: and to-morrow 

Bar. Ay, ay,—{Aſfide to Rummer.) I have ſome- 
thing to communicate to-morrow. 


Rum. ( Ajide. Hem ! [ Exit. 
C Bar. 
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Bar. Tis paſt twelve. Looking at his watch.) 
Mrs. Dor. And Dorville comes not ! 


Bar. Be calm, Madam. Why entertain ſuſpi- 
cions ? Why add torture to afliftion ?—{ Half aſede.) 
— A woman ſo lovely, left, wrong'd, contemn'd ! 


The barbarian ! 
.z---- Mrs. Dor. { With her eyes fized on the Baron.) Are 


you a friend—a true friend ?—Or are you—— 


Bar. (With his handkerchief to his face.) Oh | Ma- 
dam, could your ſevere yet beauteous eyes but read 
my heart.—No matter—Should my friend return to- 
night Let, no—Tell him not what my feelings are 
et not the ſlighteſt reproach eſcape your hps—It 
were an act of terror! — His hatred to me would be 
unconquerable—A ſcene might enſue A ſcene too 
horrible for thought !—Adelaide be cautious. 

| [ Exit bowing. 

Mrs. Dor. Oh Dorville ! What falſe! Falſe to thy 
Clariſſa! No: tis the envenomed tongue of malice. 
—Can it, Adelaide, can it be? | 


Adel. I hope, I think not, Madam. Yet what 
can I anſwer? The Baron is a man ſo reſpectable, 
and a friend ſo generous 


Mrs. Dor. But he may, he muſt have been de- 
ceived—Yet where is Dorville ! Where at this mo- 
ment 1s he! — His deſpair may have led him to de- 
ſtruction !—Unnatural father! Thy hatred, thy cru- 
elty, have dug the pit into which we have fallen 
{alarmed.} — Did not you hear a knocking at the 
. | 


Adel. (Liftening.) No, Madam. 
Mrs. Dor. *Tis the hour of danger and death. 


Adel. Do not encourage terror, Madam; you know 
he ſometimes ſtays out later. 


Mrs. Dor. But he never left me thus — Thou 
| knowit 
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knowſt him, Adelaide His parting words * 
in my ear — ] will either ſee thee happy, or —— 
Dreadful inſinuation 

Adel. How pale you are! You terrify me, Madam. 

Mrs. Dor. Thou knowſt that marble-hearted man 
Count Werling, my once tender father, he who ab- 
ured his child - When J am dead, when his prayers 
are heard, go to him: tell him his diſinherited Cla- 
rifla, driven from his paternal boſom, bleſſed him 
with her parting breath: preſent my child, my 
Emily to him; and ſhould he reje& her, ſhould he 
be thus barbarous, preſs her to thy heart, Adelaide, 
and let her be thy daughter ! 
Adel. Talk not of dying, Madam.—{ Liſtens.—I 
hear a nolle ! 

Mrs. Dor. {Alarmed.) Hark |! 

Adel. Perhaps it is my maſter. 


Mrs. Dor. Quick, a candle. 


Rummer burſts into the chamber, in his night- 
cap, &c., followed by Henry. 


Rum. I told you ſo! I told you how it would be 
Mrs. Dor. Heavens ! 


Adel. What! 


Rum. He 1s dead ! Stark dead ! 
[Mrs. Dorville ins in à chair. 


Adel. Who is dead ? Who? 
Rum. Your maſter !—Aſk Henry, he faw i it all. 


Adel. Oh, my dear miſtreſs! Help, Henry! Help, 
good Mr. Rummer ! 
Rum, What would you have me do? I am no 


doctor 
E Adel. 
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Adel. Where ſhall I get help ?—Pray, Sir !—Dear 
Sir |— 


Rum. Stay, ſtay, I'll fetch you a glaſs of water. 


Mrs. Dor. ¶ Recovering.) Is he dead? 20 Henry.] 
— Speak 
Hen. (Weeping. I don't know, Madam; but 1 


am afraid 


Mrs. Dor. Where is he? Where? How did you 


leave him ? 


Hen. I followed him, Madarn, as faſt as I could, 
but when he perceived me, he tur ned ſuddenly round, 
and bade me come and tell you, Madam, that he was 
gone in ſearch of Mr. Frodenval. I endeavoured 
to i peak, but he dre his ſword, and ſo I was obliged 
to keep at a diſtance: but I did not loſe ſight of 


him; fo I ſaw him walk backward and forward, till 


at laſt Mr. Frodenval came out of a coliee-bouſe ; ſo 
then I heard the claſhing of ſwords, and called as 
loud as I could for help; ſo before the guards came 
up, I ſaw my maſter at his length on the pavement, 


bathed 1 in his blood! 
D Mrs. Dorville faints. 


Adel. She is dying! She is dead! Oh goodneſs! 
Help! Take hold! 
[ Henry and Adelaide carry Mrs. Dorville off in a chair. 


Re-enter Rummer with a glaſs of water in one 
band and brandy in the other. 


Rum. Here —I have brought you water of two 
ſorts ; your ſimple water and your ſtrong water, 


Re-enter Henry. 


Here, recommend this to your miſtreſs —- Double 


diſtilled — 


Hen. 
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Hen. What, brandy ! 
: Rum. The balſam of life—Never fails in a fainting 
t. | 
Hen. Leave us to ourſelves. [ Exit. 
Rum. Well, if you won't have it I will—{Drinks.) 
1 know what is good for myſelf.— Henry! Henry 
Hen. (Within.) What do you want ? 


Rum. Though you don't ike my brandy, perhaps 
you may my water, 


Enter Henry. 


Hen. Oh yes; give me the water [ Exit. 


Rum. Ha, ha, ha! The blockhead ! — Drinks. 
Henry! Henry! Do you hear! Lo—lo—lock your. 
doors! Pu- pu- put out your candles! Take care 
of your fire —Poh ! Hoo! I know what I am about. 
—( Reels. And Henry !—{ Louder. ). Why Henry! 

Hen. {Within.) What do you want? 


Rum. {Recollefting.) Don't make ſuch a noiſe ? — 
Huſh ! Don't wake the gentleman ! — (Reels. GO 
ſoberly to bed !—Dorville dead—Excellent !—The 
wife a widow— Juſt what we with !—The Baron will 
have her Staggers toward the door.) We -e are 
in high luck — A man murdered — and a man to be 


marned—Humph !—Why that is what may be called 
— death and the devil. 


END OF THE FIRST ACT, 
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SCENE, The Hotel. 


Enter the Baron. 


Baron, (looking round. 


Wurr is this landlord ! I thought I ſaw him 
this moment. [Euter Rummer.] There is no 
corner, Mr. Rummer, in all your Hotel, in which a 
man is not afraid of being overheard. 

Rum. So much the better. The more gueſts the 
more money. | 

Bar. I have but a word to ſay. (Looking.) Are 
we ſafe ? 

Rum. Come a little this way—And now—l wiſh 
you joy! 

Bar. Of what? 

Ram. There's a queſtion! You do not know that 
Dorville is dead | 

Bar. I know he's alive. 

Rum. How ! Did not Henry bring the news? 

Bar. He was miſtaken. His maſter fell, the guard 
came up, Frodenval fled, and Dorville, ſlightly | 
wounded, was ſeized. 
Rum. Well, but he is in priſon then? 
Bar, The governor has ſet him free, at my requeſt. 


Rum, At your requeſt !- 


Bar, 
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Bar. At mine. 
Rum. And why? 


Bar. That I may make a merit of the act to Mrs. 
Dorville. Not to mention, that, had he continued 
in the hands of juſtice, diſcoveries might have been 
made—T have a better project Within this hour he 
will be privately ſecured by the Count. 


Rum. (Half frightened.) Does the Count know he 
lodges at my hotel ! 


Bar. By no means. I informed him that Dorville 
was concealed in the city, but was careful not to 
mention where. I have ſo taken my meaſures that I 
will warrant you we have neither of us any thing to . 
fear. 


Rum. Well, well. Yet, do you know, I was 
thinking of all this t'other day, and 


Bar. And what ? | 
Rum. Will you take my advice? 
Bar. Let me hear it. | 


Rum. Why ſhould not you go and plainly tell the 
Count—Sir, I love your daughter—Yes, Sir, I am 
in love with her, Sir—And—and—and then the Count 
would have Dorville carried off: 


Bar. And the marriage contract annulled— 
Rum. To be ſure! And then the lady is your own. 


Bar. You miſtake. She would hate me for having 
deceived her huſband. Beſide, an explanation might 
take place between the father and daughter—No ; I 


— her with jealouſy; muſt make her hate an 
ungrateful huſband. 8 


Rum. Well, I have always ſaid you were as 
cunning as the—You ſee I do all I can to ſerve you. 
I dun, I torment, I overcharge them. Oh! if you 
had but heard me laſt night. 


Bar. 


— 
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Bar. Yes; but hereafter you muſt be a little more 
civil. Endeavour to gain her confidence, to 

Num. Oh leave me alone! I know more tricks than 
one. 

Bar. Succeed onlyin this, and you ſhall immediately 
be paid the hundred ducats. 

Rum. Oh, Sir !—But, talking of ducats, laſt night 
you know you—you promiſed to pay—Mr. Dorville 8 
bill.— There it is. 

: Bar. Pooh! You know very well what I meant by 
that. 

Rum. You meant to pay, to be ſure. I muſt have 
my money. | | 

Bar. Here, here; take theſe two piſtoles ; they 
are your own. 

Rum. Humph !—Why—Indeed—But the bill. 


Bar. You may depend on my word—Do not fail 
to tell them it is paid. (Looks round.) We muſt not 
be ſeen together. I will go and inform Mrs. Dorville 
her huſband is ſafe, and at liberty—I muſt ſhow the 
excels of my friendſhip for him—Be cautious ! | Exit. 


Rum. Ha! you are too cautious I fee to pay my 
bill—Things ſeem to look promiſing, but 1 don't 
know what may be the upſhot of all this. I will lie, 
and cheat, as much as you pleaſe, good Mr. Baron, 
to oblige you; but then my money—Oh, I muſt 


have my money. 


Enter William in flippers, his hair in papers. 


Will. Good day, landlord—{ Looking round.) Who 
were you tajking to ? 

Rum. Myſelf. Have you any thing to ſay to 
that ? 

Will. Nothing—only let my maſter have his break- 
faſt : he is going out. 


Rum. 
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Rum. So ey 
Will. In leſs than an hour; make haſte. 
Rum. Pleaſe not to be in a hurry. 
Mill. You ſeem to be a very civil landlord ! | 
Rum. Seem to be! I think I am. 
Will. No doubt. 
Rum. Hark you! Who is your mats 
Mill. My maſter is Why do you aſk : ? 
Rum. Becauſe I want to know. What's his name? 
Mill. 1 have a bad memory—can't remember 
Names. 
Rum. What's his rank 
Mill. His rank? He—You've a great deal of 
curioſity. 


Rum. To be ſure I have! If we do not know the 
rank of our gueſts, we may either pay them too much 
reſpect or not enough. 


Will. You need not be afraid of the too much. 
(Going, turns back.) Oh ! 1 org does 
Count Werling live? 


1 Rum. ond Werling ! What do you want with 
im? 


Mill. I want to know the houſe where he lives. 
Rum. I have a bad memory Can't remember 
houſes. 


Mill. No! then I muſt enquire of ſomebody that 
can. Hollo! Waiter! Young man! (Calling to ſome 
one behind the ſcenes.) Where does Count Wer 


Rum. Claps his hand on his mouth and looks cau- 
tiouſiy round.) Zounds ! How your: bawl! He lives 
in the great {quare. 

Will. Thank you. [ Going. 


Rum. And if your maſter has any favour to ſolicit 
of the Count, II may be of ſervice to him. 
D - With 
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Will. Lou! 
Rum. [—provided—— 
Will. Provided ! 


Rum. Ves, provided—T have a brother who viſits 
the Count every day. 


Will. Indeed ! 


Rum. Yes, indeed ! Where's the wonder ? Be- 
tween ourſelves, my brother is the Count's—barber. 


Will. His barber ! Gad we're in luck. A barber, 
without a joke, is often a man of conſequence. Well, 
do not fail to recommend us to the protection of 
your brother, the barber, and in the mean time ſend 
in my maſter's breakfaſt. Exit. 


Rum. What can he want with Count Werling? 
They may be friends! The Count may return the 
viſit, and meet his daughter here! The baron muſt 
be told of this directly directly. 


Enter Adelaide. 


Adel. Good morrow, Sir. Will you ſend in our 
breakfaſt ? 


Rum. Don't be in a hurry. Will the Baron ſtay 
long with your miſtreſs ? 


Adel. I can't ſay. Are you waiting for him? 

Rum. Hu—m—No, no—I only want to—ls your 
miſtreſs better? 

Adel. Yes, heaven be praiſed ! 


Rum. A bad huſband is a bad thing—Given to 
women—lf I had not been a tender-hearted fool, 
you would have taken up your lodgings in the ſtreet 
laſt night—But I muſt have my money. 


Adel. (Smiles ) Still your money! 


Rum. Yes, ſtill my money. It's no laughing | 


matter. . The baron has not paid me, and— 


Adel. 


tn and hos. 


Ss ww whe 
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Adel. Has not paid you! 


Rum. No, I ſay has not paid me. c 


Adel. Aſtoniſhing ! He this minute told my miſtr 


Rum. May be ſo. He may have told your miſtreſs; 
and he may mean to pay me ; or he may not. 


Agel. What is the amount of your bill? 


Rum. What bufineſs is that of yours? 
Adel. You are very inſolent ! 


Rum. Inſolent! Inſolent! 


1 280 I want to know the ſum. I mean to pay the 
ill. 

Rum. You |! 

Adel. I—quick, quick 

Rum. You pay my bill! Ha, ha, ha 

Adel. Ves, I. 


Rum. Oh ho! We ſhall ſoon ſee that Vou pay 
my bill! Ha, ha, ha! Here; here it is. To din- 
ners, ſuppers, coffee, tea, &c. &c. for the ſpace of 
two months and one day, thirty pounds ſeventeen 
ſhillings and ſixpence. 


Adel. Thirty pounds, ſeventeen ſhillings, and ſix- 
pence! -- 


Rum. To a farthing. 
Adel. Mr. Rummer ! 
Rum. Well! 


Adel. You—you have certainly forgotten the wine 
for the poſtillions ! 


Rum. I ſee you mean to put me in a paſſion. 

Adel. You ought to be aſhamed, Mr. Rummer, of 
your charge, knowing how little we have had, and 
the melancholy ſituation of my poor miſtrels ! 

| 92 Kum. 
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Rum. What's her melancholy: fituation to me? I 
muſt have my money; or, do you mind me, no 
breakfaſt. 3 

Adel. ¶Aſide.) Wretch l Lou ſhall have your 
money, Sir! x 

Rum. Shall! 

Auel. (Takes out her pocket book.) Here is a bill, 
payable at fight, on your neighbour, Mr. Mandel, 
the merchant. It is for a hundred piſtoles. Get the 
money, and give me the remainder. 


Rum. A hundred , Reads.) Pleaſe to pay to Ade- 
laide Arkholtz—Why ſure! And do you mean to 
pay the debts of your miſtreſs ! 


Adel. I mean to pay you, Sir—Pleaſe to give me 
your bill and receipt And take eſpecial care not to 
give my miſtreſs the leaſt hint. 


Rum. This is excellent! 

Adel. Make haſte and remember - ſecrecy 
Rum. {Smiling to himſelf. So, ſo! Sne's rich, I 
find! Handſome Would juſt ſuit my Stephen 
or—Egad ſhe would juſt ſuit myſelf—Stephen's a 
booby ! I'm the man—Zounds! Here this fellow 
comes again—Would have opened my mind to her.— 
{Aloud.) Il run and receive the money, and then 


You and I will talk further. (Significantly.) [ Exit, 


Enter William. 
Will. (Perceiving Adelaide as ſbe croſſes.) Gadzooks 


this is a pretty girl! Your bumble ſervant, fair maid, 
If I don't miſtake you are the lovely attendant of 
that handſome lady, whom we yeſterday ſaw in the 
hall. | 

Adel. At your ſervice, Sir. And you the faithful 
follower of the old gentleman, whoſe portmanteau 
you was carrying. 


Vill. 
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Fill. Hem ! The very ſame. | 
Adel. Pray, may I be permitted to aſk—— 
Mill. Les, yes, 
Adel. Who that gentleman is? 
Mill. Hu—mph—That gentleman is —incognito. 
Adel. And his nameig—— 
Will. Is isa ſecret. But who are you, my charm- 
ing girl! Who is your miſtreſs? 
Adel. Hu- mph—-my—miſtreſs is —incognito. 
Fill. Ha! that's odd enough. May 1 — 
Adel. Huſh! Here comes my miſtreſs, 


Will. Then good by for the preſent, I muſt attend 
my. maſter, | | 


Enter Mrs. Dorville. 


Mrs. Dor. Who is that young man? 


Adel. The ſervant of our new neighbour. But 
where is the Baron, Madam? 

Mrs. Dor. He went down the back ſtairs. I have 
been unjuſt to him, Adelaide; he is a generous and 
ſincere friend. To him am I indebted for my huſ- 
band's freedom. 

Agel. But, why, Madam, are you continually in 
tears ? | 

Mrs. Dor. Have I not cauſe? — This quarrel with 
Frodenval! Theſe ſuſpicions of the Baron's, who 
imagines Frodenval to be enamoured of the miſtreſs 
of my ungrateful huſband !—Oh ! ſhould his ſuſpicions 
be true! 


Enter 
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Enter Stephen, taking coffee into the Chamber of 


the Count, and Rummer with a tea-board. 


Rum. (With preat civility.) Good morrow, Ma- 
dam! I wiſh you a very good morrow ! I have 
brought you your tea. 


Mrs. Dor. Why did you take that trouble your- 
ſelf, Sir ? 


Rum. Oh, Madam, I think it no trouble to wait 
upon you, Madam !—That 1s, now that I am paid— 
All is right, Miſs ; I have ſeen Mr. Mandel; he will 


ſend me the money in an hour. 


Mrs. Dor. What money ? (Adelaide makes ſigns to 
Rummer which Mrs. Dorville perceives.) I beg, Sir, 
you would inform me what money. 


Rum. Why—it is—You ſee Miſs is making more 
ſigns, Madam—Lord! Miſs, you may depend on my 
diſcretion ! 


Adel. So it ſeems ! 


Rum. But promiſe not to fleer at me any more, or 
JIII tell all. 


Adel. Better and better ! 


Rum. What matters it to me ? I ſhall have my 
money, ſo I leave you to ſettle affairs with Madam. 

Mrs. Dor. I infiſt, Mr. Rummer, on your being 
explicit. | 

Rum. Why, Madam, the thing is this. Miſs has 
given me a good bill, and I ſhall be paid. 

Mrs. Dor. For what ? 


Rum. There's a queſtion ! For your board and 
lodging, Madam. a 


Mrs. Dor. Mine! The Baron promiſed 
5 Rum. 


Rum. Yes | The Baron iſa, and Miſs per- 
formed. 


Mrs. Dor. You forget, Adelaide, what I ſaid to you 
laſt night! It is I, Mr. Rummer, who am in your 
debt ; and I beg you to return her bill. 


Rum. Return ! Ha, ha, ha! That's good. Re- 
turn? When? A bird in the hand—Settle it between 
you. (Aſide.) However I muſt find out what all 
this means ! 

[Exit Rummer with the tea, and returns to liſten. 


Mrs. Dor. Adelaide We muſt part. Perhaps 1 
ſhall find ſome means to repay you the money. 

Adel. It was but yeſterday, Madam, that you 
kindly appointed me the ſecond mother of your 
Emily. 


Mrs. Dor. I did; but 


Adel. I'll not give up my claim. I'll ſooner be 
ſpurned, ſooner periſh ? Did not I tell you, Madam, 


ome time ago, that a rich relation had made a will in 


my favour ? This relation is dead. I received a re- 
mittance yeſterday. 


Mrs. Dor. 1 am glad to hear of your good fortune. 

Adel. A thouſand times you have told me, Madam, 
that were you wealthy I ſhould never want. Iam a rich 
girl, and you at preſent are poor. I am your fellow 
creature, though your ſervant. Will you refuſe me 
the common privilege of aſſiſting a miſtreſs whom I 
dearly love. 

Mrs. Dor. Adelaide! (Silence.) My friend! (Em— 
braces her with tranſport.) My beſt friend! J have 
wronged thee. 

Rum. Zounds now its very moving ! I can't be- 
lieve my eyes Sie certainly is a ſort of a good kind 
of girl. 

Adel. What, Sir, you have been watching us? 

Rum, 
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Rum. Humph !—1 only had -a—peep. But what 
of that ? | N 

Adel. You are paid, Sir; leave us. 

Rum. Well, well; no airs, and L'Il do any thing 
to oblige you—Do now let me ſpeak a word in pri- 
vate with you. 

Adel. Preſently, preſently. | 

Rum. And J in the mean time will go and ſtudy 
what to ſay. [ Exit. 


Enter Henry, and ſoon after Dorville. 


Hen. (Foyouſly.) Here he is, Madam! Here is my 
maſter ! N 


Dorville enters with an air of gloom. 


Mrs. Dor. (Running and affeftionately catching his 
Hands.) Ah! Dorville ! h 
Dor. Clariſſa! I have alarmed, have given you 
pain. | | 
Mrs. Dor. But you are returned, and all my griefs 
are forgotten. 
Dor. I and misfortune are returned together. 
Mrs. Dor. Misfortune? 
Dor. Tis my ſhadow, 'tis myſelf. But for me, 
Clariſſa would be happy ! ” 
Mrs. Dor. Cruel! Happy without thee! 
Dor. Melt not my heart by tears—The hour ap- 
-- proaches when we muſt for ever ſeparate ! Steel your 
| boſom and weep not. 
Mrs. Dor. Separate! Part for ever? Why could 


you, Dorville? Could you ? | 
Dor. 
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Dor. When 1 am gone, fathers will forgive 
An abyſs opens beneath my feet! Leave me, Clariſſa! 
Forſake me; or with me be ingulphed ! | 

Mrs. Dor. Ay, with you. Forſake ! Abandon my 
huſband ! REF, 
Dor. Or periſh! I have not wherewith to provide 
thee food; no, not bread. What, beg with me! 
Aſk charity of the rich and inſolent! And, when 
aſked, who would grant? Amid the rank riots of 
gluttony behold my wife, my child expire with 
hunger! 

Mrs. Dor. We are not yet thus wretched : there 
ſtill is human kindneſs ; we ſtill have friends. 


Dor. Traitors ! 
Mrs. Dor. The Baron—— 
Dor. (Abruptly.) Is he your friend, or mine? 
Mrs. Dor. The friend of both. 
Dor. A hypocrite - But let him tremble ! 
Mrs Dor. Why theſe unjuſt ſuſpicions ? has he of- 
fended you by reproach ? Has he wrongfully accuſed 


you? Pardon his miſtake. He may judge raſhly, 
but he 1s a true friend. 


Enter Rummer. 


Rum. Your ſervant, Mr. Dorviile ! Your honour's 
bumble ſervant! Glad to ſee you ſafe at home! You 
are ſo haſt) 

Dor: Sir! | | 9 

Rum. Your quarrel with Mr Frodenval might have 
been a ſad buſineſs! But thank God and good friends ! 
Thank the Baron, who generouſly procured your 
freedom. _ . 


E Dor. 
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Dor. The Baron ! Indebted to the Baron for my 
freedom! 

Mrs Dor. Les. 

Dor. Pſhaw. 

Rum. Why did not you know that? Ah! An you 
had ſeen him laſt night, when the news came that 


ou were murdered—And your good lady too! 
Gone! As dead as David For my part I ran, and 


Didn't I ? (To Adelaide.) 
Adel. Yes; you were doubly diligent, though no 


doctor. | 
Dor. You wiſhed to turn my wife into the ſtreet. 


Rum. I! Oh dear no—I—only aſked with all 
civility for my money—your honour. 

Dor. You are an impertinent unmannered clown! 

Rum. Who I !—your honour. 

Dor. An inſolent fellow! But P'll teach you better 


behaviour— 

Rum. Don't—don't pray your honour be in a paſ- 
ſion, your honour ; though you muſt not ſuppoſe I 
am afraid. Your lady might fall into fits again, or 
you ſhould ſee what I would ſay, your honour. 


Dor. Say, Scoundrel ! 
Rum. Your honour ! 


Mrs. Dor. My dear Dorville ! 
Rum. Ay, dear, your honour; I belcech your 


honour ! 


Euter a Footman. 


Foot. Pray did not a * arrive here laſt 


night? 


Rum. ( Recovering from his fright Tes; do you 
want him ? Who lent you 2 > 
Foot. 
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Foot. My maſter—Count Werling. 
Dor. ( Aſide, and alarmed) Count Werling ! 
Mrs. Dor. My father ! [ Afede. 
Foot. The Count is below in his carriage; be fo 
good as to announce him to the gentleman. 

Rum. No hurry, friend, no hurry. 

[ Exeunt Rummer and Footman on oppoſite ſides. 

Mrs. Dor. Quick! Let us withdraw, my dear Dor- 
ville, leſt my father ſhould here ſurpriſe his daugh- 
ter. 


Dor. Legions of demons are up in arms againſt 
us! Exeunt. 


Re-enter Rummer, obſerving them. 


a" Ah, ha! Mr. Dorville! You have juſt been 
frightening me; your are now frightened yourſelf — 


Patience! You ſhall pay dearly for your airs ! If I 
do not make you take to your legs, or take to a 
halter, my name is not Rummer—Oh that he had 
met his father-in-law the Count ! But he'll hide him- 


ſelf ſafe enough now. 
Foot. (Without) This way, your Lordſhip. 


Rum. Zounds Coming your lordſhip — Your 
honour ! Exit haſtily. 


END OF THE SECOND ACT, 


= 3. 
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ACT III. 
SCENE. Count Werling and Count Kolberg. 


Count Kolberg. 


1 DARE not attend you, farther. I tremble leſt I 
ſhould be diſcovered. 

Count Wer. Pſhaw ! Fear nothing, Count; have 
patience bur for two hours, and I'll be anſwerable for 
your ſecurity. | 

Count Kol. How ſhall I thank you ? 


Count Wer. Damn your thanks—Give me your 
hand—An'tI your friend? 


Count Kol. The beſt of friends, though I long 
thought you my enemy, 

- Conc Mer. A tnck—T abuſed you that I might 
ſerve you the more effectually. Courtiers diſſemble 
to do miſchief, and pray why ſhould not a courtier 
for once diſſemble to do good ? 


Count Kol. I feel your generous motives. 


Count Wer. But what! What !—T1s ſome years 
ſince you were forced to fly——And !—Hey ! No 
news? No intelligence of your ſon? No clue? No 
letters ? 

Count Kol. None. He was on his travels when I 


was fo unexpectedly diſgraced. I was obliged to 
abſcond, and knew not where he was, nor did I know 


where I myſelf could find ſafety, therefore could not 
inform him of the place of my retreat. 


Count 
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Count Wer. Well, well, don't let that diſturb you. 
I warrant your ſon will ſoon find you when you have 
again found rank and riches. Ir 1s your poor fathers 
only that are never inquired after—Yet no- no- 
Jam a blockhead—l am myſelf a proof that neither 
rank, riches, nor all the kindneſs of the fondeſt fa- 
ther can influence an ungrateful child ! | 


Count Kol. My Lord ! 

Count Wer. (With choleric tenderneſs) But I have 
done with her—I renounce her—'Tis falſe — She re- 
nounced me 

Count Kol. Your daughter? 

Count Wer. No daughter of mine. 


Count Kol. Your Clarifla !—Surely her affection 
was unparalleled. 

Count Wer. (With anger and tenderneſs ſtill ſtrug- 
gling) It was [It was! It was The fweeteſt, ten- 
dereſt—She's a viper—Such ſoftneſs in her voice, 
ſuch affection in her looks A baſiliſk !—No matter 
Its all over — I have loſt a child, and ſhe has loſt a 
father (Wipes his eyes and ſtruggles with his feelings) 
Oh no, I'm quite refigned—She never enters my 
thoughts. At preſent I make it a rule every day of 
my life to determine never to hear or ſpeak or think 
of her more. . 

Count Kol. You amaze me 

Count Wer. She has wrung my heart—PFor years 
ſhe has kept me in hope, ſuſpence, and anguiſh. 

Count Kol. But how, my Lord? 

Count Wer. Eloped with a villain whom I in 
Pity received into my houſe. | 

Count Kol. Eloped for years, and never returned 
to implore forgiveneſs ? | 

Count Wer. Never, never. Her mind perverted, 
her affection eſtranged— 


Count 
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Count Kol. And have they not written? 

Count Wer. Ves; her paramour—her huſband 
has written letters that would make you ſhudder to 
read An inſolent traitor—black at the heart But 
the moment of vengeance is come 


Count Kol. Have you made any diſcovery ? 

Count Wer. Laſt night I obtained information that 
he and his—wife, have been for ſeveral weeks con- 
cealed in this city. I inſtantly procured an order 
from my ſfovereign——He ſhall ſuffer for his trea- 
chery—But I muſt forget the reptile—I muſt be 
gone, your ſafety mult not be trifled with. 


Enter the Baron, who flarts at ſeeing Count 
Werling. 


Ah, my good nephew, are you here Come for- 
ward, man, come forward I have the honour, 
Count, to preſent Baron Thorck to you, my kinſ- 
man, my friend, and my adopted ſon and heir. 

Bar. (Infinuating)} My dear Lord, and generous, 
noble kinſman ! 

Count Kol. I ſhould congratulate you, Sir, with 
more ſatisfaction, were not your happineſs founded 
on the miſery of the daughter of my friend. | 

Bar. That is, indeed, a bitter thought—(S:ghs} 
Ah! With what pleaſure would I ſacrifice my life to 
reſtore an only child to the boſom of my benefactor ! 
But—alas ! —— 

Count Wer. Well, but what buſineſs have you 
here, my good nephew? 

Bar. I, I, I am come to inquire after a friend 
who, I am told, lodges in this hotel. | 

Count Ver. Well, well, but, hey? You have 
given orders to ſecure the villain, the ſeducer of 

Bar. 


A I . pad 
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Bar, Of your daughter !— 1 have, my Lord. 


Within an hour | 
Count Wer. Thank you, nephew, thank you 
A dungeon and bread and water be his doom! {Looks 
at his watch) The King by this time 1s at his levee. 
Set your heart at eaſe, my friend will be with you 
again preſently. [ Exeunt. 
[ Count Kolberg returns to his chamber; the 

Baron obſeguiouſiy attends Count Weiling. ] 


Enter Adelaide looking round with anxiety. 


Adel. They are gone—How have we been terri- 
fied ! Who can this ſtranger be? Count Werling 
ſeems to have much friendſhip for the Baron. I be- 

in to have ſome doubts : I thought I heard a word 


which has raiſed very ſtrange ſuſpicions. 


Re-enter Baron. 


Bar. Well, Adelaide! I ſuppoſe you have all 
been alarmed. 2 
Adel. We have indeed. | 
Bar. I was much afraid leſt Mr. or Mrs. Dorville 
ſhould have made their appearance ; all would then 
have been over. | | 
Adel. Oh, they took good care. | 
Bar. I muſt immediately provide them with other 
lodgings. (With a ſneer of ſelf-reſerve) 
Adel. Pray do; we are not fafe here. What ſaid 
the Count ? | | 
Bar. He always appears to think of his daughter 
| with tenderneſs ; but I tremble for her huſband ! 
Adel. | Aſide] Humph ! (Aloud For that matter, I 
ſcarcely know what he does not deſerve. You can- 
not imagine how he treats my poor miſtreſs ! 
Bar. 
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Bar. Are you ſerious ? 
Adel. He is now become jealous: 
Bar. Hem ! Jealous ! Of whom ? 


Adel. That's a very natural queſtion from you, to 
be ſure ! | 


Bar. Hem ! How ſo? 
Adel. Let me adviſe you to be cautious. 
Bar. Me! | | 
Adel. You ! But do not betray me, 
Bar. You ſurely forget whom you are talking to ! 


Adel. Indeed, to ſay the truth, my maſter ſeems 
to have ſome cauſe for his ſuſpicions. 


Bar. You are out of your ſenſes! 


Adel. Nay, but don't be angry ! I may perhaps be 
miſtaken with reſpect to you, but I am well perſuaded 
thcre are terrible battles, (Significantly) between love 
and virtue, in the heart of my poor miſtreſs ! 

Bar. (Suſpicious) Mrs. Adelaide, you are diſpoſed 
to be merry to day | | ED 

Agel. And you, good fir Baron, to diſſemble. 
Why ſo reſerved? Why ſo ſcrupulous? Do you 
think that poverty, a father's hatred, and the tyranny 
of a ſuſpicious, faithleſs huſband, make no impreſ- 
ſion on a woman, conſcious of her ſufferings and her 
worth ? Do you think the tender heart of a female 
inſenſible to all the aſſiduous, ſoothing attentions of 
a kind and generous friend? 


Bar. Do you ſpeak from your heart? 
[With bis eyes fixed on her. 
Adel. (Feigns baſhfulneſs at having ſaid too much} 
Why— | 5 
Bar. ¶ Tranſported Can it be poſſible! ¶ Adelaide 
diſcovers her emotions; the Baron 2 and reſumes 
his former apparent indifference} Ha, ha, ha! Yes, 
yes—as you ſay—Ha, ha—! My friend has cauſe 
to 


to be jealous no doubt but pray "Y me the fayour 
to tell me of whom ? 

Adel. (With forced pleaſantry) It i is very difficult 
to gueſs, indeed! We are honoured with the viſits of 
two gentlemen, one is the very amiable Mr. Rummer, 
the other is (curteſyiug Baron Thorck — Can Fr 
conjecture now ? 

Bar. (Gravely) Really, Mrs. Adelaide, you are in 
the clouds! Wholly above my comprehenſion! I am, 
it is true, the friend of your miſtreſs, and ſhall 
remain the friend of your maſter, while I believe 
him to be worthy my friendſhip. Go; be kind 
enough to tell him I am hare, and that I wiſh to 


ſpeak with him: 


Adel. Tes Sa | 
¶ Exit with 1 piclon on r her countenance. 


Zar. Anu, treacherous huſley ! I doubt I half 
betrayed myſelf. Yet what if TI were miſtaken ! What 
if ſhe were ſincere! —No matter: I will hazard 
nothing: My hopes muſt ſoon be accompliſhed. 
Orders are given: Dorville will immediately be 
ſeized and impriſoned—(Refles Or, what if I were 
to ſhew him the mandate, and induce him to fly !— 
Then another forged letter 88 beim 


and Dif) . — 


Enter Dorville, 


Dor. Well, Sir, what are your commands with me ? 

Bar. Not ſo warm, Mr. Dorville ! It is my with 
that we ſhould continue friends. 

Dor. Of that I doubt. | 

Bar. 1 ſee you do! Weak man! Who dare not 
liſten to the voice of truth. | 

Dor. Of perfidy! Of inſult! But beware |! 

Bar. Sir !—yet—I am -- mn will * 
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all you can utter, and my friendſhip ſhall remain 
unſhaken. 


Dor. I reject and deſpiſe ſuch friendſhip. - 

Bar. Then I will aid you in your own deſpite, 

Dor. Me ! Or my wife ? | 

Bar. Nay, this is infupportable ! 

Dor. Youare not acquainted then with Frodenval ? 

Bar. A—ha—hem! Frodenval? Ye—n=— yes, 
ws am acquainted with him II know him to 

a cowardly but a dangerous enemy ; a vile retailer 


of ſcandal, who has told me a thouſand black falſo- 
hoods of you. | 


Dor. And me as many truths of you ! 


Bar. Muſt it be among your misfortunes conti- 
nually to have your ear open to your enemies, and 
ſhut to your friends? But revenge is in my power; 
the ſweeteſt of revenge; gs ſaving my friend, 
and making him bluſh at his own credulity. Farewell 


Dor. Stay, Sir; juſtify yourſelf! ! 
Bar. This is too much ! 
Dor. Anſwer me 
Bar. What muſt I anſwer? What is my crime ? 


Dor. Frodenval vifited me this morning in the 

. priſon, and confeſſed he had wronged, had deceived 

me; but ſwore the plot was yours, that you had 

vowed my deſtruction, becauſe you were in love 

with my wife We were interrupted, and he left me 
to falicit my releaſe. 


Bar. He! Implacable demon ! Not only would he t 
plunge you in all the wretchedneſs of poverty, but 
would deſtroy your ſweet. peace of mind, and rob 
vou of my friendfhip, your laſt and only ſupport! 
Who can ſay? Is he not himſelf in love 
; with your wife? My defence, however, is ready—lt 

s I who obtained. your freedom. Y 8 © 
Dor, 


jan, 4 
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«Bok You! 4.2 | 
Ear. Enquire; the ey ma Any be known 
Il in perſon—By your rat may own I am humbſed. 
Am I! Am I capable-ot fuch.ignominiousmeanneſs? 
The wife of my friend! Yet am LI ſtill more aſto- 
niſhed at your want of thought! Recolleft-younlelf, 
Dorville ! Did I ſeek, how eaſily could I effect your 
deſtruction! A word to the Count, one word only, 
informing him that you are here, and you were loſt ! 
Seb for ever from your wife! For ever incloſed 
in a dungeon! 


Dor. True, true, true! It is indeed too true! 1 
bluſh ! I hate myſelf! Forgive me ! 

Jar. There ſpoke my friend. 

Dor. That villainous Frodenval ! 

* TY et him Come with me; I have fome- 

— this houſe we may be overheard — 

A Ace 3 the laſt importance to communicate 

Dor. To injure thus the beſt of friends 

Bar. Mention it not -A true friend will pardon 
his friend's failings. Time is precious; let us begone 


— 


E nter Rummer. 


Bar. Mr. Rummer, I am by no means ſatisfied 
with your behaviour to my friend. Be more reſpect- 
ful, I adviſe you. Have no fears for your money. I 
am anſwerable for all. 

Dor. Be kind enough to wait a moment; 1 will be 
back immediately. 

| Exit Dorville into his own apartment, 

Rum. Well, Sir! 

Bar. Dorville will immediately be diſpoſed of. 

Rum. Why not have left him where he was ex- 
ceedingly well difpoſed of ? 

F. 2 Bar, 
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Bar. Oh! Had I not releaſed him, all had been 
ruined! I had my fears of that traitor F rodenval.- 


Rum. Has he blabbed 2 


Bar. Yes; but I have acted my part fo well that 
Dorville has been ready to kneel and beg my pardon! 
He is ſo credulous there is no merit, and but little 
pleaſure, in deceiving him.—¶ Raiſing bis voice. )—l 
tell you once again, Mr. Rummer, you have e 
to fear. 1 am reſponſible. 


Re- enter Dorville with his ford, 


Let us be gone. 
Dor. I am ready. | 
Bar. Pray, Mr. Landlord, don't forget whit } 

have ſaid. Mind the—the leffon I have given you. 
Rum. Depend upon me—your Hoo PH mind 

my leſſon. 


. Bar. Now, Dorville, you ſhall find what a friend 


I am. —(Glancing at Rummer.) 
[ Exeunt the Baron and Dorville, 


Rum. Good journey to — your honour ! —Wiſh I 
could fee this Adelaide.—-"Twould be a prime match 
Calls, in an under voice.) Adelaide! Miſs Ade- 
laide /! 


Enter Adelaide, from Dorville's apartment. 


Adel, Your commands, gentle Sir? 


Rum. Don't ſpeak ſo miffiſn ] am a gentle Sir— — 
T've brought you the money. Hold out your pretty 
taper fingers. —My bill, you know, is thirty pounds, 
ſeventeen ſhillings, and fix pence, | 


Adel. And fix pence. 
Rum. And fix pence—And here i 15 your change. 
Adel. 
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Adel. ¶ Rectoning.) Very right. Going. 

Nu. Nay, Miſs, but a few words with you.” | 
Adel. The fewer the better. | 

Rum, Look you now ! 1 —1 bave A propolat to 


make. 
Auel. Li it be a ſhort | one. 
Rum. He, =] be! e are 3 {ST | 
preveye girl.” en e 
Adel. Tell me Bade news. ot? 
Kum. Do you read nothing i in my eyes? "Ss : 
Auel. Humph why they begin to twinkle. Ko. 
Rum. He, he, hel. Ah! the ſweet little huſſey! 
What would you think now, if Here's a ſoft 
hand! — What would you ng oh: know Tam 
a widower.— | 
Adel. And fo! 


Rum. What would you This houſe 1 to 
me; ſtock and trade; both good; cellars and ſtables 
full; my character known. 

Adel. Les. Well! 


Num. A civil landlord He, he, he !—only want 
a handſome landlady—Hay ! What do you think ?!— 
Humph ? What do you think ?—Hay ? 

Adel. Think ? 

Rum. Humph? Hay? Yes; think, 

Adel. 1 think you are a very —pleaſant—polite— 
Rum. An't 1? Humph ? would not I be an 
agreeable companion for life ? 7 . 
Adel. Oh charming !—So you are in love with me? 


Rum. Head and ears!—But tell me, tell me now— 
I know you are rich—How much ? Fan Hay? 
How many hundreds? 


Adel. Hundreds? Paw! 


my A £4 


Rum. 
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= a a thoufands? Don't, don't think 
though that - II am in love with money. 
Oh no! T've too great a ſoul! No! 2. 
Your noſe! Your lips! Your chin ! Your —_ 

Adel. My hands ! My arms! My feet! 

Rum. Yes! Bopeep! Oh the little! In and out ! 
Yes, I love you all together. 

Adel. Certainly. But before 1 tan anſwer, you 
n 8 

Rum. A proof?  _ "7 

Adel, You muſt anſwer | me a few queſtions, with- 
out lying. 
Kum. Oh lord! Ling Fie! 1 never lie. 


Adel. Not even when you ſpoke laſt—Look me ae 
the face—Keep your countenance.—What is the ſub- 


ject of the ſecret and frequent converſations with the 
Baron ? 

Kum. The- the - the Baron —— 

Adel. Look me in the face. 

Rum. Baron Thorck ? 

Adel. Look me in the face, eu you! Yes, Baron 
Thorck ! 

Rum. Oh, we, we talk. 

Adel. You talk ? 

Rum. Yes, yes; we, we talk. 

Adel. Look at me, I tell you! On what? 

Rum. On all—all—all forts of things; burials, and 
chriſtenings, and religion, and politics, and — the 
price of bread. Lord! We are old acquaintance !— 
We have always ſomething to ſay — Why I, I was 4 
kind of tutor in his father's family. 

Adel. A tutor! Ha, ha, ha! A tutor! 9 


Rum. Yes, a tutor —of the horſes — Head groom— 


Tutors of horſes and tutors of aſſes; why it's the ſame. 
Adel. 
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Adel. Ha, ha, ha! But, Mr. Rummer—Look at 
me What did that ſign which you made the Baren, 
behind my miſtreſs's back, mean? Was that about 
religion, and politics, and the price of bread ? 


Rum. A ſign! A fign! I, I don't remember. 


Adel. Oh, but—Look this way -I infiſt upon it 
You muſt remetiber-Whii did that ſign mean ? 


Rum. Mean ? Why why why the the the mean- 
ing's clear enough. A a a fign meant—a ſign. 


Adel. Good-bye, Mr. Rummer. 

Rum. Nay, but why in ſuch haſte ? 

Adel. Let me go! 

Rum. Patience a moment. I have ſomething very 
ſcrious to ſay. i 

Adel. Cannot. 

Rum. Nay now, my pretty dear ! 

Adel. Cannot. 

Rum. My lamb of barley ſugar ! 

Adel. Pm deaf. 

Rum. My angel, my treaſure, my Nantz brandy ! ! 

Adel. I'm dumb. 

Rum. Nay but ſtay, ſtay—ſtay and I will tell you 


Adel. Ah! Then indeed !—But mind—all—every 
thing you know. 


Rum. Muſt I tell every thing ? 

Adel. Every individual thing. 
Rum. Zounds ! She has got me! —— Well then, 
liſten. Dumb ſberv. 


Euter William. 


77 U. ¶Alde.) That confounded old fellow purſues 
A pretty ir as the hawk does the dove. — ( Suddenly 
puts 


——ͤ— — — EK— He ALIA — 4 OY 
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ats his head between Adelaide and Rummer.)— 
em ! | : 
Rum. Hem wk x 5 
Will. You are agreeably encortained here ! 

Rum. What's that to you? Is your maſter ready ? 


Ho long muſt the coach wait? It has been at the 


door this hour. 


Will. That's diſtreſſing. But my maſter don't 


want the coach. 
Rum. No? 
Will. No; my maſter is not going out. 


Rum. Then he may ſtay at home. 70 Adelaide. ) 
Ul fay more to you bye and bye. — ( Going.) — 
Egad he came juſt in the nick, for all that She had 


me faſt! | | Exit. 


Mill. Really now, my handſome elgtbowr, I 
think you ought to prefer a young man, like me, to 
that half-ramed bear, that barrel of foul vapours. 


Adel. You, I have no doubt, Sir, think fo, for you 


think well of yourſelf ; but I ſhould have been very 


glad if you had been leſs Were 
Will. Why ſure ! 


Adel. Very true — But, now you are here, pray tell 
me what buſineſs had Count Werling this morning 
with your maſter ? 


Will. Don't know. 
Adel. Are they relations ? 
Will. Can't tell. 
Adel. You can't? 


/ 


Will. No. 
Adel. You are a very intelligent youth, and fo 
your ſervant. [ Exit. 


Will — but ſtay, ſtay _ - gone! 15 She always 
wants 
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wants to know more than I know myſelf. Who 
comes here? Why! Can it be? It is! 


Enter Henry. 5 


Henry ! 
Hen. (Stops ſhort, looks, then runs into his arms J 
Why William ! My dear William ! Is it thee ? 


Mill. Me my own ſelf, my dear Henry! And art 
thou ſtil] alive and merry? 


Hen. Alive, but not merry. 


Will. Why indeed thou lookeſt as if thou livedlt | 
always in lent! as thin As ſlit ſtockfiſh ! 


Hen. Thin enough ! So goes the world ! Feaſt to- 
day, faſt to-morrow ! But what lucky chance led thee 
into this houſe ? Who doſt thou live with now? 


Will. Huſh! Muſtn't tell—Firſt let me know what 
is become of the young gentleman, who eight years 
ago ſet out on his trave 


Hen. ( Half whimpering.) Ah! my dear William! 
Will. (Alarmed.) Is he dead? 


Hen. No, no — not dead, but very unfortunate 
Look thee William, I'Il venture to tell thee — he is 
poor and miſerable ! 


Jill. But where? Where is he ? Where is he? 


Hen. Why doſt thou aſk ? His father 1 is dead. Did 
he leave him any thing ? | 


Vill. Where is he? 
Hen. He lives here. 
Will. Here! What in this kouſs £ 


Hen. Yes. I am ſtill in his ſervice—Ah ! Didſt 
thou know all we have ſuffered ! 


Will. Leap, jump, caper, dance, g0 mad ! Your 
ſufferings are all over. | 


G Hen. 
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Hen. Are there legacies ? 
Will. Talk not of legacies ; his father is alive. 
Hen. Alive ! 


Will. Every inch of him ! *Tis true we ſpread a 
report of our death, that we might be allowed to live. 
We were in danger of wanting heads to. put our 
nightcaps on ; but, praiſe be to the powers that be, 
our enemies are overthrown! We ſhall ſoon ſhine out 
in all our glory! We have plenty of money, and 
we every moment expect to be called to court. | 

Hen. I ſhall fink!—( Half crying, half laughing. )J— 
My poor maſter is a happy man! I muſt tell him 
inſtantly. 

Will. The ſooner the better Runs to his maſter's 
door. ) My lord ! My lord ! 

Hen. My lady ! My lady ! 

[ Runs to Mrs. Dorville's door. 

Will My lord ! My lord the Count ! This way ! 


Here! Here! Here : 
Hen. Madam ! My lady ! Adelaide ! 


Enter Count Kolberg. 


Count Kol. What means all this noiſe 3 ? Why do 
you. call ? 


Mill. 1 am a, happy man! I mean your lordſhip is 
a happy man! He's found! He's found !- News : 
News ! Delightful news ! 


Count Kol. Are you frantic * Who? 
Will. My young maſter ! Your ſon ! 
Count Kol. My ſan ! 
Hen. Yes, my lord! 


Count Kol. Henry! Is it thee? Where! Where is 
my ſon ? Shew me ! 
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Hen. He's not at home: but my lady is—( Calling 
and running about. Madam ! My lady! Adelaide 


Count Kol. Married too ! 
Hen. Oh, yes, Sir———Adelaide ! Adelaide 


Enter Adelaide. 


Adel. Are you out of your wits, Hemry 2?—( Aſide.) 
— Don't you know this gentleman is the friend of 
Count Werling ? Silence ! 

Hen. I don't care for that! I won't be filent ! We 
are happy! Tell my lady the gentleman is here 
The Count is here! Quick My maſter's father ! 
He's alive ! He's found ! 


Adel. His father! 


Count Kol. Quick, ſhow me to the lady ! To my 
daughter; and do thou, Henry, run to ſeek thy maſ- 
ter — But let it not be known that I am here; it is a 
ſecret of danger. [ Exernt. | 


END OF THE THIRD ACT. 


G 2 


44 TE GERMAN "HOTEL; 


AEY IV 
SCENE, The Hotel. 


Enter Adelaide, running out of Dorville's apart- 
ment towards that of Count Kolberg. 


Adelaide. 


\ Y ILLIAM ! William — Our joys are inſuppor- 
table William! Where can he be oh could 
my maſter be found I- William! 


Will. [ Mithout.) Tm coming! I'm coming ! 
Adel. Make hafte ! 


Enter William. 


Mill. Here I am. This is a joyful day ! 


Adel. Oh yes! Go, go, go; your maſter wants 
you. 


Will. Is he with your miſtreſs ſtill ? 


Adel. To be fare ! Where ſhould he be? Quick, 
quick! He is waiting for you! [Exit William. 


Enter Rummer. 


Rum. Ah! Here you are! Where are you going ? 
Why how you ſmile, and ſmirk, and 


Adel. Oh! I'm fo happy, Mr. Number We're 
all ſo happy! 


Rum. 
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Rum. But how, how ? What, what? Humph ? 
Hay? 

Adel. The gentleman ! The ſtranger! My Miſ- 
treſs! Myſelf ! All! Every ſoul ! You ſhall know 
all bye and bye -] can't ſtay at preſent — I was only 
coming to tell you the—the—the my maſter's — 
that is—the ſtrange gentleman dines with us ! 


Rum. Whoo! Mafter! Miſtreſs ! Self! Strange 
gentleman ! Every foul! Why I believe you are 
every ſoul mad! William too! Juſt the ſame ! Why 
what's it about? What does it mean? 


Adel. Go, go, go! Diſpatch ! Get dinner! You 
ſhall know all in good time ! [ Exit running back. 


Rum. Strange gentleman dines! Zounds ! — One 
laughing, another crying, a third ſkipping, a fourth 
* Very odd! 


Enter William, running. 


Whee hoo! Here's another flying poſt ! Why hark 
you ! Hark you! Mr. William! Why in ſuch haſte? 
Will. Joy! Joy! Joy! 
Rum. Well but, ſblood ! What about, what about? 
Mill. Oh! Pve no time to ſtand prating. 


Rum. ( Holding him.) But where are you running 
to ? 


Mill. To Count Werling's. 


Rum. ( Alarmed.) "Wii Werling ! Why, why — 
Count Werling ! Hay? Humph ? Hay ? | 


Mill. Yes, yes, yes! I tell you yes! 

ERum. Well, well, but — Humph ? Hay ? Why, 
what were you doing in Mr. Dorville's apartment 
Hay? | 

Vill. Waiting on my maſter, to be ſure. 

Ram. 


45 THE GERMAN HOTEL; 


Ram. Maſter ! What there? 


Will. Why Yes! Yes! Ves! I tell you once more 
yes! Zounds! Let me go! 
[Throws Rummer off and runs out. 


Rn. Bedlam s broke looſe !—The ſtrange gen- 
tleman with Dorville ! Dines there '—Sending for 
Count Werling ! Humph ! Hay! Zounds ! There's 
ſomething in the wind! If Dorville, and the ſtran- 

. we the Count, and his daughter, are all 
— E and the Baron may — Humph! Hey ? 


Enter the Baron. 


Bar. What, in a reverie, Mr. Rummer ? 
Ran. Oh! Baron—Strange things going forward. 
Bar. How * Where? What? 


Rem. Can't tell! Lm in a maze! For this half 
hour there has been ſuch whifpering, and running, 
and buſtling, and bawling, and ſquawling, and 
laughing, and enquiring, and kiſſing, and crying! 
Can't get a word from any foul ! Looks confounded 
fuſpicions! 

Bar. Oh, there is nothing to fear. 


Ram. You think ſo, perhaps, becauſe you have 
again thrown poor Mr. Dorville into priſon. 


Bar. Oh no; Dorville is at liberty. I changed 
my opinion ; le is better at a diftance; and that 1 
might induce him to fly with all ſpeed, and at the 
fame time convince him of the ſincerity of my friend- 
ſhip, 1 informed him that the Count knew he was in 
the city, ſhewed him the ſecret mandate that had 
been entruſted to me for his impriſonment, and con- 
vinced bim that either danger and deſtruction or 
flight were inevitable. Ha, ha, ha! I promiſed to 
take his wife under my protection! And the buzzard 
chanked me "With tears 1n his eyes he thanked oo 

I fai 
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I ſaid I would ſend her after him to Dreſden, and 
ſupplied him with money for his flight; and thus 
have I for ever rid myſelf of a wretched rival! 
Here Here is a letter which will compleat the bu- 
finels ! Will make his wife deteſt him! She will chen 
liſten to me; her father will apply to the King, ber 
marriage will be annulled, and I, her happy huſ- 
band, ſhall be the heir of the rich and potent Count 
Werling ! 

Rum. Why —If— 5 

Bar. If! Pſhaw ! Here, take this letter, and 
liver it to Mrs. Dorville. | 

Rum. I! Think what you are doing. 
| Bar, Humph! True; it would be aſked who 
gave it you. I muſt employ an unknown meſſenger. 
But do you in the mean time watch what is going 
forward, and obſerve the effects produced by the 
letter. T'll be back within an hour. { Exit. 


Rum. Well, but, Sir! Baron !—He's gone, and 
I am juſt as wiſe as I was. An impoſtor is a dan 


rous kind of a trade Affairs begin to look gloomy * 


I have my fears To be ſure, he has pronuſed me 
a hundred ducats—But then! Should I be diſcover- 
ed! *Twere all over with me! Spandau! Chained 
to a wheelbarrow for life !—Could I but find out 
who this ſtranger is—{ Looking. towards Dorville's 
apartment} Zounds! Why can't a man ſee and hear 
through doors and walls ?—{Liftening) They ſeem 
do talk loud. Humph! Hay! Who knows? {Looks 
through the keyhole) There !—He tenderly takes her 
hand !—She weeps !—(Turns his ear to the keybole) 
Humph? —Hay ?—How !—His ſon Did I hear 
right? —Shlood ! If Dorville ſhould be his fon ! 
(Liſtens) Ah, there's no hearing a word he ſays. 


Enter 
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0 


Will. How now ! Liſteners ! (Slaps Rummer on 
the ſhoulder) Servant, Mr. Earwig! 


Rum. Servant, Mr. Skipjack ! 
nter Count Kolberg and Mrs. Dorville. 


1 Will. Count Werüng will be here in a moment, 
ir. 

Rum. The devil he will! [Runs off. 

Mrs. Dor. My father! So ſoon. 
Count Kol. Calm your fears, Madam. Retire for 
a moment. Be not taken by ſurpriſe. 

Mrs. Dor. Dreadful trial! 

( Exeunt Mrs. Dorville and William. 


Enter Count Werling. 


Count Wer. Joy, my friend, joy! It's done! It's 
over! You are ſafe! Read, read! You are free! 

Count Kol. (Having glanced over the paper) Can 
it be My wealth, my honour, all reſtored ? 

Count Wer. All, all your own! 

Count Kol. My hopes are ſurpaſſed What, Sir, 
ſhall l lay? _ 

Count Her. Say ? dune Gy nothing 
Have you heard any news of your ſon! ? 

Count Kol. I have. 
Count Wer. Well, but? — What! — You look 

blank—W here is he: > 

Count Kol. In this city, and under the moſt af- 
flicting circumitances. 


Count 
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Count Wel. Poor youth! Why did he not make 
himſelf known to me? | | 
Count Kol. You were ſuppoſed to be my bitter 
foe. - 3 
Count Wer. True I had forgotten. 


Count Kol. His misfortunes have been increaſed 
by his marriage with a lovely young lady of an il- 


luſtrious family, whoſe father is exceedingly irritated 


by the match. 
Count Wer. Abſurd! — An illuſtrious! — Why 
what ?—ls not yours an illuſtrious family? 
Count Kol. J am not yet acquainted with the mo- 
tives of the father's hatred ; I am only informed that 
in his anger he would purſue them to deſtruction ; 
that he has abjured his child, and that he has ſuffered 
hunger, indigence, and ſhame, to overtake her. 
Count Wer. Oh moſt abominable -A father !— 
Who! Who is he? 


Count Kol. He is one of my beſt, my deareſt 


friends. 
Count Ver. Vour Why you are mad! 


Count Kol. One of the moſt generous of men 
(Count Werling flares) Nay, no man is more inti- 
mate with him, or more in his own confidence than 


you are. | | 

Count Wer. (Raving) I in his confidence! IT !—I 
diſclaim ſuch a monſter! But who is he? Who is 
he? This intimate of mine, this moſt generous of 
men, that abjures a ſtarving child ! | 


Count Kol. *Tis—yourlelf. 

Count Wer. (After recovering from his aftoniſhment) 

Sir ! 5 
Count Kol. Noble Count, once more on you the 


happineſs of me, of my ſon, of all depends. Be 
| | H __ yourſelf, 
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yourſelf, confirm that happineſs, and pardon your 
daughter, | 


Count Ver. Never !—Pardon Never! 
Count Kol. She is an angel. | 
Count Wer. A viper! 

Count Kol. The fweeteſl— 


Count Wer. Her name is hateful !==Timewas—Ay, 
once—ſhe was once the ſweeteſt, mildeſt, tend She 
is a ſcorpion ! So gentle, ſo affectionate— A baſiliſk ! 
—So obedient, 8 patient I— Tes, I worſhipped 
her -A ſerpent !—But why talk of—why mention ? 
How are you, how is your ſon intereſted in her 
wretched fate ? | 


Count Kol. She is—his wife. | | 
Count Wer. (Stands amazed.) Dorville—Dorville 

your ſon ! (Enraged.) i | 
Count Kol. He 1s. 


Count Wer. (Begins to traverſe the ſtage in great agi- 
tation, muttering epithets and anger which he wiſhes, 
but is unable to repreſs, and ſtopping at intervals, dur- 
ing which Count Kolberg takes an opportunity to plead.) 
The ſcoundrel—The rafcal—The villain—( fops 
abruptly.)—Your ſon ? 


Count Kol. My diſgrace at Court obliged him to 
change his name. You knew him not as my ſon, not 
having ſeem him ſince he was very young before he 
went to college. 


Count Wer. A wretch !—A reptile ! The deſtroyer 
of my peace,fthe ſeducer of my daughter! A villain ! 
An info Your fon! 5 


Count Kol. When you are calm, I will ſpeak. 


Count Wer. Calm! A traitor! But - ſay on De- 
fend your —your—your ſon, your ſon, your ſon, 
—]et us hear—A vile 


Count Kol. He is rather unfortunate than guilty. 
| Count 


A COMEDY 51 


Count Wer. Ay, ay, the common plea of fools and 
ſcound : 

Count Kol, He meant from you to have afked your 
daughter's hand, but he ſaw her on the very eve of 
being forced to marry another——You he ſuppoſed 
my irreconcileable foe ; dangers, deſpair, and paſſion 
increaſed ; their love was mutual, and they fled. 

Count Wer. The guilty dues of diſobedience and 
black ingratitude be their reward ! 


Count Kol. Wretchedneſs, deep diſtreſs, and bitter 


repentance, have followed—But the daughter never 
for a moment ceaſed to love and reſpect her father. 


Count Wer. Ha, ha, ha! Reſpect! Love! Ha, ha, 
ha !—Sir—when you have read the letters - the inſo- 


lent letters - written to me by your ſon—your—your 
amiable ſon—you then ſhall judge between the father 


and his child. 


Count Kol. Letters—and infolent !—Are you fure 
they are his? 


Count Wer. Of what ſhould I doubt? Do I not 
know his hand ? 


Count Kol. To him I leave his own juſtification. If 


he have acted unworthy of my ſon and your daugh- 
ter, my contempt ſhall follow yours 
unfortunate Clarifſa—- 


Count Wer. I renounce, 1 reject, I deſpiſe her 
Were ſhe at my feet I would fpurn 


Count Kol. What ! Your child ! Not hear, not pity 


a repenting daughter ! | 

Count Wer. My ears are ſhut My heart is flint My 
eyes are rocx I doated on her! Yes doated ! (Be- 
gins to ꝛweep.) But its all over! All over! All over! 
For ever 


Count Kol. Can you reſolve not to ſee her? 


H 2 | Count 


But for your - 
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Count Yer. Firmly—But what does all this tend to? 
What does it mean? Tis ſcarcely an hour fince you. 
knew not a word either of my daughter or yourown ſon, 
and now you talk as if you had lived with them all 
your life. 


Count Kol. L own 'tis ſingular and ſudden. In that 
chamber is a lady as unfortunate and as virtuous as 
your Clariſſa. | 


Count Wer. There In that chamber? (Offering to 
go; Count Kolberg detains him.) 


Count Kol, I en I conjure you to hear, to in- 
terrogate this lady pu 


Count Mer. Here's ſome trick! A plot upon me! 
Take care what you are doing! Beware of me! Pm a 
dangerous man ! A damned dangerous A lion! 
A tyger! Beware ! 


Count. Kol. T have promiſed for you. My word, 
your own peace of mind, and the cauſe of truth, are 


pledged, that you ſhould hear, before you finally 


condemn. 
Count Wer. Not a word I'm deaf, determined 
Count Kol. Are you indeed ſo mflexible ? | 
Count Wer. As adamant. 


Count Kol. Then, Sir take back the benefits you 
have conferred. I would rather ſupport poverty, im- 
priſonment, nay diſgrace itſelf, with my children, 
than live loaded with riches and honours, and ſee 
them defpiſed and wretched outcaſts. 

Count Wer. Why, would you? Damn it, that that's 
great! That's great Won't forſake the diſtreſſed 
He's a noble fellow himſelf, and won't believe his 
ſon can be ſuch a raſcal - But no—no, no, no, no 
He has not been diſobeyed, he has not been injured 
and inſulted like me. 


Count Kol. Think again —hge juſt. " 
| Count 
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Count Wer. Zounds! You're a 
No ſaying will ſerve. 


Count Kol. Hear the lady. 
Count Wer. What lady? — Beware! ſay beware 
I tell you again J am a tyger—a tyger let looſe 


Count Kol. You are—a father know your heart is 


at this moment alive to all the beſt, the nobleſt emo- 
tions—l will bring her. [Eri 


Count Ver. Count My lord How my heart 
beats What lady? What does he mean Should 
my daughter dare to appear Þ'll trample on her Tis 
five years and upwards fince I ſaw her — The day, 
the very day on which ſhe eloped, ſhe fell on her 
knees and conjured me never to curſe her Aſtoniſned 
as I was, ſhe made me pledge my honour never to 
curſe her And I've kept my word—I never have 
No—1I've never curſed her. 


aſtrange man 


Re-enter Count Kol berg conducting Mrs. Dorville. 


Mrs. Dor. (Runs and falls at the feet of Count 
Werling.) My father! 


Count Wer. (Struggling with his paſſions.) What— 
What have you done, Sir. 


Mrs. Dor. My father! 
Count Wer. Child !—Clariffa !— 
Mrs. Dor. Mr dear, dear father 


Count Wer. Clarifla !—Clarifla !—My only child! 
| —Riſe !—Riſe !—1, I, I—forgive thee ? 


Mrs. Dor. Let me die at your feet! 


Count Wer. Riſe child -Riſe I forgive thee—I 
forgive thee ] cannothelp it—Imuſt forgive thee— 
I will forget that thou haſt inſulted, haſt deſpiſed thy 
father ! 


Mrs. Der. Inſulted! — my father! Oh! Do 
not kill me, Sir! 
Count 
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Count Wer. Recover thyfelf—Dry thy tears—l for- 
givethee—T love thee—In my ſoul Ilove thee—Thou 
doſt not deſerve ſuch a father—I forgive thee—{ To 
C. Kolberg.) -I did not know, my friend, how fweet 
it is to forgive! Wert thou not my child, my 
Clariſſa, I could almoſt wiſh all the ill I have heard of 
thee were true, that I might have much, very much 
to pardon. | | 7 

Count Kol. Ah, Sir ! Now, while your heart is open 
to compaſhon, remember my ſon !. 

Count Wer. He has wronged 

Mrs. Dor. He is my huſband ! 


Count Wer. Well, child! Well, Clarifla ! For thy 
fake then | 


Mrs. Dor. My kind, my dear father! 
Count Kol. My friend ! 


Count Wer. (Taking them each by the hand.) A 
child! And a friend! Well, he ſhall be my ſon !—But 
to you, Count, henceforth will I look for his conduct. 


Enter a Servant with a letter, wwho flands and is 
embarraſſed at ſeeing Count Werling. 


How now * Who are you ? 
Ser. Sir, my Lord, I, I—(Going.) 
Count Wer. Stay! Who are you? What letter is that? 
Ser. A, a, a letter, for that lady. 
Mrs. Dor. For me! From whom? 
Ser. F-F—F—From—Mr. Dorville. 
Count Kol. Deliver it (Servant delivers the let- 
ter, and runs off. From my fon |! 


Count Wer. Read it, Clariſſa — JI ſuppoſe he in- 
forms thee — Do not be alarmed !—that he is in pri- 
ſon. — Would my kinſman the Baron were here, to 
obtain an order inſtantly for his releaſe ! The good 
5 Baron 
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Baron little ſuſpects what has happened — Child! — 
Clariſſa !— What !—- What is the matter? 


Mrs. Dor. Oh ! Miſerable woman ! 

| | 1 [ Lets fail the leiter. 
Count Kol. (Alarmed, takes up the letter.) Hum 
um — Heavens (Reads aloud.) “Madam Misfor- 
« tune inceffantly purſues me. You have not ſuffi- 
<« cient ſtrength and fortitude to ſupport my ſuffer- 
“ ings—Here therefore all ties between us end.” 


Count Wer. How ! 


Count Kol. This from my ſon ! (reads) © Be re- 
« conciled to your father. Let us forget each other” 
Villain! 
Count Ver. Go on, Sir! 


Count Kol. (reads) 1 here ſign my conſent to 
5 our divorce, which, perhaps, you long have de- 
7 fired, and which your father can inſtantly, by 
% ſhewing this, procure from the King — Baron 
ce Thorck is our common friend, and the laſt favour 
<< I have to aſk is, that you ſhould give him the hand 
« which I for ever renounce. From this time, ne- 
£ ver expect to ſee me more.” 


Count Mer. You hear how I have wronged him!— 
You hear! Tis his hand! I know it well! 

Count Kol. Where is the man who brought this 
letter ? 

Count Wer. The fellow ſtammered, and was eager 
to be gone. 
Mrs. Dor. Oh! My father! [ Falling on bit ſhoulder. 

Count Wer. My poor Clariſſa | 

Count Kol. My ſon ! Mine! Write thus? 

Count Wer. Well, wel,—Complaints are no cures 
— Meflſengers ſhall be every where diſpatched, in 


purſuit, with the utmoſt ſpeed—He cannot eſcape !— 
All ſhall yet be well, my child ! 
| Mrs. 
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Mrs. Dor. (In the tone of fixed deſpair.) Yes! Yes! 
All ſhall be well? Burſting.) Have [! Have I 
deſerved this, Dorville ! 


Count Wer. Recover thyſelf, Clarifla? Review to 
thy chamber! Fear not Truſt to the active affection 
of a father ¶(Exeunt Mrs. Dorville and Count Kolberg.) 
Perfidious wretch ! Seduce, elope with, and then 
c— my child ! ! [ Exit. 


END OF THE FOURTH ACT. 
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. 
SCE N E continues. 


Rummer and Stephen. 


Rummer (entering) 


W AT CH with all your eyes and, ears! The 


moment you ſee the Baron, run and tell me But 
don't ſay a word to him of what has paſfed. Do you 
mind me, Sirrah? 

Stepb. Yes. [ Exit. 

Rum. I begin to be confoundedly frightened—The 
Count has taken all my horſes, and all his own, and 
all he could get—Should Dorville be brought back, it's 
all over with me! The receiver is as bad as the thief! 
(Reflefts) What if I—Humph! Hay !—Gad ! That's 
the ſafeſt ! I'Il tell all! What's the Baron to me? 
Beſide he muſt be found out The hundred ducats, 
indeed !—But, who Knows Perhaps I may be better 
paid by t other party! (Peeps into Count Kolberg's 
apartment) Nobody there—Humph! Hay !—I ſup- 

ſe he 1s with his daughter-in-law (Calls in an 
under voice) My Lord !—My good Lord !—Thts 
ſtranger ſeems leſs haſty than the paſſionate Count 
Werling—My Lord! 


Enter Count Kolberg. 


Count. Kot. Your good pleaſure, Sir ? 


Rum. I—1--I have ſome rare news, my Lord 
I _ 


— — ec er te 
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But we muſt ſpeak low, an your Lordſhip pleaſes— 
your honour—Secrets ! | 
Count. Kol. (Intereftedly) What Secrets? Speak ! 


Rum. To be ſure, my Lord—I—I have my fears— 
for a good landlord, as your honour knows, is in 
duty bound to keep his tongue within his teeth—and 
ſo— 


Enter Count Werling and Footman. 


Count. Ver. Joy! Joy! My friend! He is reco- 
vered | 
Count. Kol. My ſon ? 


Count. Wer. Yes, Yes—we have him, ſafe - But 
where is my kinſman ? Where is the Baron? 


Foot. I don't know, Sir. 


Count. Ver. Go, ſeek him; tell him I want him 
inſtantly. 


Foot. Where muſt I ſeek, my Lord? 


Count Yer. Every where—thro' the whole city 
Tell him I am waiting for him here. 


Foot. Yes, my Lord. 


Count. Wer. Did you give orders that Dorville 
was to be brought to this Hotel ? 


Foot. Yes, my Lord. 


Count. Wer. And that no anſwer ſhould be given 
to any of his queſtions? 


Foot. Les, my Lord. | 
Count. Wer. And did you leave them far behind ? 


Foot They will be here in about half an hour, my 
Lord! 


Count. Wer. How did he behave when you came 
up with him ? 


Foot. At firſt he courageouſly defended himſelf; 
but 
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but, being overpowered by numbers, he delivered 
up his ſword. 


Count Wer. Go; ſeek my kinſman. 
[ Erit Footman. 


Count. Kol. This man has a money as he ſays, 
to reveal. 


Count. Wer. Who! You, Sir? Well! What is 
your ſecret ! 
Rum. Tis a ſecret, my Lord! A ſecret ! But 


then I ſhall loſe a hundred—I, I mean to ſay, two 
hundred ducats, by telling it And your Lordſhip 
knows times are hard ! Very hard ! | 


Count. Wer. Why fellow, yours is a _ ſecret 
indeed ! 


Rum. Oh my Lord !—Your honour—I can aſſure 
you, on the faith of an honeſt man, you will think 


it cheap—And if your Lordſhip will but have the 
generofity— 


Count. Kol. Depend on my po You ſhall be 


no loſer, 


Rum. Oh Sir !—But—If—If you—you ſhould 
happen to think I—I had been concerned in what to 
be ſure 1s but a fort of a rogue's trick.— 


Count, Ver. Ah! Knave! 


Count. Kol. Speak—You ſhall be 8 


Rum. Oh ! Your noble honour !—That is, your 
Lordſhip, a—two hundred ducats, and my pardon ? 


Count. Wer. I am out of patience ! 
Rum. Not ſo loud, an your Lordſhip pleaſes ! 
Count. Ver. Speak! Damned Babbler ! 


Rum. Oh Lord Your Lordſhip's honour, not ſo 


loud !—Your Lordſhip knows, Mrs. Dorville has 
Juſt received a letter 


Count. Her. Well ! 
I 2 Count, 


- 
— — — — — 
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Count. Kol. Quick | 
Rum. That —That letter was not written a by Mi. 
Dorville. 


Count. Kol. I knew 'twas impoſſible ! 

Rum. Oh no! 

Count. Mer. Where (Rummaging) Where is itꝰ— 
Oh! Here—ls not this Dorville's hand? 

Rum. Humph ! Tis very like—But there are : people 
who can write ſo like other people. 

Count. Kol, 1 begin to breathe !—Go on 

Rum, 1 muſt in confidence inform you—your 
123 That Baron Thorck has, as a man may 
lay, that happy gift. 

Count. Wer. My kinſman ! 

Rum. (Afide) I find I muſt &en tell all—His 
bonour the Baron ſhowed Mr, Dorville the Mandate 


for his impriſonment—and ſo—perſuaded him to fly. 


Count. Ver. But why? To what end! 


Rum. Why, my Lord, your Lordſhip muſt know, 
tis now two months and a day, that Mr. and Mrs. 
Dorville have been in my- houſe—His honour the 
Baron brought 'em here. 


Count. Yer. He ! 


Rum. And told me he was the {worn enemy of 
the huſband. 


Count. Wer. Told you! This fellow is a raſcal ! 
[o Count. Kolberg. 


Count. Kol. Hear. 
Ram. And promiſed me a hund two hundred 
Ducats, if 1 would but help him in the plot. 
Count. Wer. Scoundrel ! Lyar! You! _ 
Count. Kol. Nay, but hear. | 


Rum. What your Lordihipptentd=—yokit honour— 
But an you will pleaſe to recollect, his honour the 
Baron 
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Baron was in love with the young lady, your daugh- 
ter, before Mr. Dorville carried her off, and was en- 
raged ; but he concealed his hatred, and profeſſed 
himſelf their friend. So he perſuaded Mr. Dorville 
to addreſs all his letters to him, under cover; ſo he 
copied, and imitated, and ſent your Lordſhip falſe 
letters, inſolent and and 

Count Wer. Can there be ſuch a villain ! — (Sud- 
denly ſearching for tbe letter and examining. )—* Baron 
cc Thorck is our common friend, and the, um, um, 
46 um, the hand which I renounce.” —— Does the 
Baron ſtill love my daughter? 
Rum. My Lord, he loves your Lordſhip's eſtate, 
and was afraid it was not quite ſecure. | 

Count Ver. *Tis palpable! The friend—How did 
that paſſage eſcape, me! — Their common friend? — 
The demon! — Acting with me as he did !— Yet — 
I will examine — How, wretch, came you acquainted 
with all this ? 

Rum. My Lord—the two hundred ducats ! 


Count Kol. That the Baron ſhould confide his ſe- 
crets to ſuch a perſon is indeed ſtrange 


Count Wer. Nay, villains cannot act without their 
accomplices. _ | 
Rum. Lord! Your honour, the Baron and I are 
very old acquaintances. My Lord here knows I was 
his father's groom: I afterward lived with his honour, 
the Baron, and we have been very good friends ever 
fince. | 
Count Yer. Raſcal !—We'll talk farther—If thou 
haſt told me a ſingle lie, Vl have thee hanged like 
a dog. | | 
EKeum. Oh your noble Lordſhip—your honour !— 
You ſee I might. have had two hundred ducats—But 
no! — I'm none ſuch! Honeſty's the beſt policy — 
That's my maxim. 


Enter. 
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Enter Stephen. 


Steph. (To Rummer.) The Baron is below. 
Count Wer. Bid him come up. 


Count Kol. If you wiſh him to avow the math, 
you muſt employ ſtratagem. 


Count Wer. I know not how to diſſemble with 
ſuch a villain. 


Count Kol. Tis neceſſary. 
Count Wer. Well! I'Il try. 


Count Kol. I will firſt inform Mrs. Dorville of the 
happy news, then fly to meet my ſon. [ Exit. 


Rum. He's coming, your honour. 
Count Mer. I perceive your fears, raſcal - But be 


within call at your peril! Do you hear !—At your 
peril N 
Rum. Yes, your honour. [ Retires. 


Enter Baron Thorck — He farts at ſceing the 
Count, who turns afide every time he hems, 
carefully to conceal the workings of paſſion. 


Count Ver. Hem! Well met, kinſman ! What 
brings you here ſo often ? 


Bar. 1—I—1 come to viſit one of my friends, 
who has lodged here for ſome time. 

Count Wer. Nay, nay, kinſman — Hem! Don't 
be ſuſpicious of me! Be open, unreſerved Da 


you know that Dorville is fled ? | 


Bar. Can it be! Fled! 
Ps Wer. Hem * We have received a letter, 
r. (Afide.) We (Aloud. ) Is he gone? 
Count 


A COMEDY. 63 


Count Wer. Ves, yes; but we'll ſoon bring him 
back Hem ! 


Bar. (Aſide.) Deſtruction — My 14 
if my advice might be heard 


Count Wer. If, kinſman? Lou know it always 
has been. 


Bar. Then he ſhould be ſuffered to fly; left to his 
fate, which is indeed wretched enough. 


Count Wer. Well - But — my daughter —I have 
ſeen her, and muſt own I pity her. 


Bar. Hem ! Ha—Has—your Lordſhip ſeen Mrs. 
Dorville ? In great anxiety. 

Count Wer. Yes—But don't be alarmed at that— 
*Tis my determination, which the whole world cannot 
ſhake, that your deſerts ſhall be rewarded Hem! 
Hem ! Hem ! 

Bar. (Deceived.) My kind, my noble kinſman! 


Count Wer. Fortune is in your own power I have 
pardoned my daughter, have examined her heart, 
and, if I'm not miſtaken— ſhe has certain views 
certain thoughts, of you——Hem ! 

Bar. (with inward pleaſure.) Of me! Oh my noble 
kinſman ! 

Count Wer. Yes. I too have my projects — But 
firſt ] would know your ſentiments—Speak frankly— 
Do you feel any inclination for my girl ? 

Bar. I !—Oh*:—That is (Checking * 

Count Ver. Ves, or no? 


Bar. Why- indeed - my Lord —if ſhe were not 
married, 1 ſhould eſteem myſelf the happieſt 
Count Her. That's enough——Hem ! That's 
enough Dorville has, under his own hand, re- 
nounced her: a divorce may eaſily be obtained; and 
you know, kinſman, I have always propoſed you as 

my ſucceflor——FHem ! 1 
ar 
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Bar. (In ſuſpence) My Lord ny noble Einl. 


man! 1 1— 
Count Wer. You are amazed, I ſee—And, to 
own the truth, ſo am II cannot conceive how Dor- 
ville, acknowledging you to be his friend, ſhould 
thus readily cede my daughter, and his wife. = 
Bar. I—my l0rd—1—1 think it almoſt incredible, 
indeed 
Count Ver. (Shewing the letter.) You ſee here 
what he writes —But—Humph !—Kinfman—I think 
there is a kind of—of ſimilarity, between this hand ö 
writing and yours _ | 
Bar. (Afide.) Sdeath ! 
Count Wer. Nay, to fay the truth, a very fingu- 


lar, a very ftriking one ! 

Bar. To, to, to, mine ?—Let me for ?—Humph ! g 
It is indeed very ſtrange ! 

Count Wer. Exceedingly —Hem ! (Emphatically.) 
Between ourſelves, kinſman, I really ſhould not be 
forry, were you to own that you had written this let- 
ter yourſelf. —Hem ! 

Bar. I, my lord! 

Count Mer. I wiſh not to hear, of acts of generoſity 
from ſuch a wretch as the ſuppoſed author of this 
letter—Hem ! Be frank, confeſs it is yours. 

Bar. My kind, my noble kinſman !— 

Count Wer. Why this hefitation ? Why this tri- 
fling ? Come, ſpeak candidly—lf you wrote it, I have 
an * proof of your friendſhip for my daughter. 

Bar. Oh, my noble kinſman !—(Afae.) Should he 
but ſpeak as he thinks!—(Exceedingl agitaieũ and un- 
determined.) 

Count Mer. Have you written it, or have you not? 

Bar. ( Afide.) What ſhall I ſay? (Aloud.) My lord, 
I—I-My — kinſman !— 


Count 


Count Wer. (Aſide impatientiy.) Oh damn his noble 
kinfman!—Well, well, fince you'll not own it I know 
how I have to aQ. | | Me g 

Bar. I hope my noble kinſman is not angry? 

Count Wer. How can I be patient, and ſee your 
ſimplicity ? —Hem II have a hundred times aſked 
whether you have or have not written the letter, have 
as often told you J ſhould be glad to find you had, 
and yet you will neither ſay yes nor no. 

Bar. (Aſide.) He is ſerious! He ſpeaks as he 
means '—(loza.) Forgive me, my noble kinſman, 
but, ſnce—you inſiſt upon t (Pauſes.) 

Count Wer. ] inſiſt upon the truth Have you 
written the letter? | 

Bar. If — | 

Count Wer. (Impatiently) Once again, yes 
or no! | Ws: 

Bar. I muſt open my whole heart to ſo generous a 
atron !—The—the—Yes—The letter is mine, 

Count Fer. Hem! Hem! Hem! | 

Bar. My motives I hope were excuſable. 

Count Wer. (Afide.) The raſcal! (Aloud) Well, 
well! This confeſſion gives me pleaſure—Great, in- 
expreſſible pleaſure! — Vet (Examines the letter.) — 
Humph I-] proteſt I-II could almoſt ſwear that 
this letter, and all thoſe which I have received from 
Dorville, are—in the ſame hand. | 

Bar. (Afide ; petrified.) I'm undone ! 

Count Wer. But, what if they were ? 

Bar. (Trembling.) My noble kinſman ! (Aſide.) 
I'm ruined! 

Count Wer. It was your friendſhip for my daugh- 
ter. Ought I not to be pleated with the motive 
You did but uſe artifice to prevent my child and my 


_ eſtates from paſſing into the power of a villain—Hem! 
— — Hema 4 
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Hem ! Twas like a kinſman !—Yes, yes; either you 
have written all the letters, or have not written this. 
Bar. (Afide.) T ormenting perplexity? Toto 


own the truth my my right noble „ | 
this letter is - not mine. 


Count Wer. Scoundrel ! (Aloud. ) I am ſorry to 5 
it Then I find you do not love my daughter ! 
Bar. (Ardently.) Yes—N —N—no—But—Thart 
1s— 

Count Mer. You ſtifle and confound my hopes, 
kinſman— Henn] I own it was once my intention to 
have given you my daughter in preference to all 
men; but I ſee I'm deceived— Had all been as I 
rhought, I ſhould moſt gladly have choſen you for 
my ſon and heir—I'm ſorry, kinſman, but— 


Bar. (Afiae.) T muſt heſitate no longer—My 
Lord— | 


Count Ver. Compleat my joy —ſpeak the truth; 
for, ſhould Dorville return, and return he muſt, it 
cannot be concealed. 


Bar. (Afae.) Tis true! 
Count Wer. Well ? 
Bar. (At firſt heſitating, but riſing to hope, and at 


laft to rapture, correſpondent to the rapidity and ardour 
of the anſwers of the Count) May I—May I be cer- 


tain ? 
Count Wer. Of what? 


Bar. That my right noble . wiſhes 
I thould have written theſe letters? 


Count Wer. Vehemently ! 


Bar. And that he will kindly 8 true 
motives of my conduct? 


Count Ver. Don't fear Don't fear ! 
Bar, That my extreme affection fo. 


Count 
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Count Wer. (Inſtantly) Yes!—Yes !Your ex- 
treme affection for I'm convinced of it! Upon my 
honour (Striking his breaſt with both hands) I am 
convinced of it 


Bar. And I may boldly hope — 

Count Wer. All! Every thing! I wiſh you ſo to 

ne” | 

Bar. Then | 
Count Yer. Speak! The letters are your own? 


Bar. They are!—All !—All mine, my 3 
noble kinſman; and I am now the happieſt 


Count Wer. (Seizing his arm, and fixing his eye 
Silence of terror) The moſt abominable of villains ! 
Bar. My My noble Lord — and — kinſ- 
man 
Count Wer. Wretch Who's there ? 


Enter Adelaide. 


Adel. Did you call, Sir ? 
Count Wer. My * My child! Where is my 
child? 


Adel. Here ſhe comes, Sir She is totally reco- 
vered by the good news ſhe has heard. 


Enter M; s. Dorville. 


Mrs. Dor. Oh, Sir! 
Count Wer. (Enceedingly moved) Clariſſa My 
poor Clarifla ! 

Mrs. Dor. Are you at laſt convinced of our inno- 
cence, Sir? 


Count Wer. My ti My" ſuffering nk 
Seelt thou, Clariffa, ſeeſt thou that—that—thar— - 
K 2 „ 
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that fiend !'—His own lips have confeſſed his vil- 
lainy! 

Bar. Perdition! | 

Count Ver. Whips * Stings !. Scorpions ? 

Bar. My noble kinſman— 


Count Wer. Off! Bafiliſk ? Away to your friend, 
your worthy accomplice, Mr. Rummer—Begone, 
execrable hypocrite! [Exit Baron. 


Emer Hetiry, followed by Count Kolberg, Dor- 
ville,. William, and ſeveral ſervants of Count 
Werling. 


Hen. Here he is, Madam ! Here's my maſter ! 

Mrs. Dor. (Running to meet him) My Dorville! 
My huſband ! 

Dor. Clarifla ! 

Hen. Oh they're a happy couple. 


Dor. (Turning, ſees Count Werling) My Lord! 
[ Kneels. 
Count Wer. Riſe, my PO 


Dor. I have wronged you! I ſtole your daughter, 
diſturbed your peace ! 


Count Wer. Riſe! Riſe ! My daughter i is yours — 
Hen. They're a happy couple! 


Dor. Oh, Clariſſa! My Lord! My father! (Turn- 
ag to each.) My heart overflows ! 


Hen. They're a happy couple! 


Mrs. Dor. And could you have forſaken me, Dor- 
ville !—Could you! 


Dor. Never! My flight was directed toward 
| Dreſden ; to that city the perfidious Baron promiſed 
to ſend you. 


Count 
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Count Kol. We have all ſuffered ; 'tis time we 
now ſhould enjoy. 


Count Yer. The faithful ſhall be rewarded. 
[ Looking to William and Henry. 


Mrs. Dor. Yes, my Adelaide! [ Taking her hand. 
Count Wer. And the guilty puniſhed. 


Count Kol. Puniſhed they are already—Villany is 
its own ſcourge And remember, my Lord—'Tis 
your own maxim The ſweeteſt of pleaſures» is to 
pardon. 


Hen. (As the curtain drops) They're a happy cou- 
ple. | [ Exeunt omnes. 


END OF THE FIFTH ACT. 


r FP U 
Spoken by Mr. RYDER, and Mrs. MATTocks. 
Enter M'Carnock and an Actreſs, 


MP Carncick 


Bor what wad ye have, Maidam? What can I do? 
I have not a line an ye'd geve me Peru! 
For Epiloguepwriting I have not the knack 


Act. I doubt, Sir, your Pegaſus is but a hack. 


M Car, Why, troth ! Vve been ſpurring in vain for. 
this week. 
Ah! Could I but write half as well as ye ſpeak! | Bows. 
But no! Not a theme can I find for the muſe ! 


Act. Pſhaw ! Lord, Sir! Five hundred! You have but 
to chooſe ! [With great volubility. 

The ſerious, the ſoleinn, the pleaſant, the witty, 
Election, ſtockjobbing, court, country, or city; 
The Auſtrians, the Spaniards, the Turks, or the Ruſſians, 
The manning of fleets, or the marching.of Pruſſians; 
The rights of the people, the wrongs of the nation, 
Bruſſels, Botany Bay, or the French Federation. 


Car. Ye'veglanc'd at a topic, whech, wad ye purſue— 
Change Alley 


Act. Lame ducks ? OF? I have them in view. 
The uproar's begun! Hark! Ineffable din! 
| [ Changing to the chant of the different ſpeakers. 
« Five Eights, Long Annuities Y—* Here? „Who buys 
in?” | a 
© Bank Stock —“ Navy Bills*—* Iriſh Tickets at four! 
« F'll do them at three — Well, how many! —““ Five 
ſcore.” 
Pale, panting, and breathleſs, lo! here comes a bull ! 
Of lies ready coin'd, with his mouth brimming full ! 
“ Sugar Iflands “ -“ What ?—* Taken!“ —“ All? 
| «© News came to day! 
Sure?“ Certain! 5 Thank Heaven! Rare tidings! 
Hurray! | 
The hubbub increaſes, poſt baſte enter Bear! 
His face is the picture of rage and deſpair ! 
Faſt round him they flock “ Hey *”—* The Meſſenger ” 
—&« Well 


| We're 


Now 
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„Were ruin d! How ?”—* Peace !-—* Peace! Flames! 
FLCVV%% OY. OOOITOS'S - 
— M'"Carnock (tn ruptures at her acting). 
Ah! Maidam, ye ken them! The reptiles! They'd dance 
At the ——— the ſlavery of France! 
Or all that plague, peſtitence, faimine preſent, 4 
So they could but make half a quarter per cent! 
Vas, peace now comes ſmiling the nations to bleſ; 
The horrors and ruins of war to repreſs! !: 
By philanthropy taught to forget and forgive. 
Like brothers mankind ſhall continue to live; 
The jealous precautions of tyranny ceaſe, 
And freedom; and courage, and virtue increaſe: F4 
While reaſon and firmneſs our conqueſt award. 
And juſtice ſecures us more praiſe than, the ſword ! 
Wal, ye're in the city, an ye wad but ſtay 
To the feaſt and the dance—— | 
Arreſs. Oh! Ay! Lord Mayor's day! 
Where Deputy Dripping the dinner adorns, 
And opens the ball to a full band with horns! 1 971 
His wife freſh from Margate, from raffling and dipping, 
Applauds as he puffs—*< There! Well ſaid Deppy Dripping !. 
cc I wow to my God he's as light as a feather! . 
c How he and Miſs Marrowfat hop up together! 
c Oim now grown quite £opulent, elſe you ſhould ſe 
<« For all he's ſo Jiſſum, he's nothing to me! | 
I moves with a grace, and a ſwim, and a fall! 
And I makes the beſt cur:/hee that's made in the hall . 
M Carnoct. Brava, madam! Gude troth ! Ye're a whim- 
JJ TH | CLOS i 
I T-thought ye had been Mrs. Dripping herſelf. | | 
Ah! Wad ye but ſpeak half a word in my favour, 
I ne — 
Adtreſs. Indeed! Wel, PH do my endeavour. 
f J Carnoct geſticulates, but without buffoonery. 
On woe-begone author, in woe-begone ditty, : 
Look, ladies and gentlemen, look and have pity ! | 
His brain quite exhauſted, his pockets the ſame, 
Condemned to exiſt on the thin breath of fame, lt 
Should you from compaſſion jom hands in his cauſe, 
He may live for a year on a firſt night's applauſe. 


